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ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  author  of  the  following  rhimes,  hath  too 
much  neglefted  the  mufes,  either  to  deferve  or 
expeft  any  great  reputation  as  a  poet.  He  hath 
ever  fet  fo  little  flore,  indeed,  by  his  poetical  per 
formances,  as  to  be  now  able  to  procure  copies  of 
but  few  of  thofe,  which  have  occaftonally  dropt  from 
his  pen.  It  would  be  impertinent  in  him  however,  to 
affecl  to  undervalue  what  he  is  obtruding  on  the 
publick ;  efpecially  as  moft  of  the  pieces  contained 
in  this  collection  have  been  frequently  printed,  and 
therefore  may  be  prefumed  to  have  met  with  fome 
approbation. 

W.  KENRICK. 
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TO      A      GENTLEMAN, 

WHO     CENSURED    THE     AUTHOR    FOR    SCRIBBLING 
VERSES. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR   MDCCLXV. 

YOU  afk  me,  why  I  fpend  my  time 
In  fruitlefs  ribaldry  and  rhime, 

On  Criticks,  Poets,  Players  ? 
The  Minifters  of  State,  you  fay, 
Would  gladly  take  me  into  pay  ; 

And  none  fo  good  as  theirs. 

B  I  thank 
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I  thank  ye, but  I've  had  to  do 

With  Minifters,  as  well  as  you, 

And  know  they're  wond'rous  civil ; 
They'll  promife  places  for  your  pains, 
But  care  not,  when  they've  fuck'd  your  brains, 

If  you  were  at  the  devil. 

Did  war,  or  rude  rebellion,  lhake 
The  court,  and  make  the  city  quake, 

I  then  my  pen  might  draw: 
Not  in  thefe  piping  times  of  peace, 
When  wealth  with  taxes  mult  increafe,. 

And  freedom's  fix'd  by  law. 

I  once,  indeed,  did  fuch  a  thing, 
To  ferve  my  country  and  my  king, 

And  of  my  own  accord, 
A  king,  who  had  the  grace  and  fpirit 
To  know  his  friends,   and  loyal  merit 

Could  liberally  reward. 

But  fince  (for  truth  may  dare  be  juft) 
Falfe  policy  hath  given  difguft; 

While  Nature's  powerful  charms 
Woo'd  me,  thofe  hidden  paths  t'explore, 
Which  Locke  and  Newton  trod  before 

And  won  me  to  her  atms. 


Not 
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Not  but,  relaxing  now  and  then, 
Philofophy  lays  down  the  pen  ; 

When  pi&ures,  poems,  plays, 
E'en  mufick's  proftituted  art, 
Engage  the  eye,  the  ear,  the  heart ; 

Amufmg  various  ways. 

Meanwhile,  an  hour,  I'd  rather  fit, 
To  look  at  Pritchard,  from  the  pit, 

Than  kifs  the  papal  toe  ; 
Nay,  rather  than  a  monarch's  hand, 
For  Garrick  there  would  even  Hand 

'Till  I  could  hardly  go. 

While  thus  amus'd,  and  thus  employ'dj 
Life  wears  away  not  unenjoy'd, 

Tho'  free  from  ill  intention : 
Good  providence,  but  give  me  health, 
I  envy  no  man's  wit  or  wealth, 

Nor  pine  for  place  or  penfion. 

Let  others  write  to  pleafe  the  rabble, 
In  hopes  fome  minifterial  fquabble 

May  pluck  the  fools  a  feather  : 
Believe  me,   I  am  no  fuch  fool, 
Like ,  to  be  made  the  tool, 

Of  knaves  and  fools  together. 


B  2  FINE 
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FINE      '1-jJT.I    G    H    T    S; 

OR    THE    COUNTESS    OF    C^ Y,    IN  ELYSIUM* 

WRITTEN   IN  THE   YEAR  MDCCLX. 

O  N  the  banks  of  the  Styx,  as  a  beautiful  ghoft, 

In  refemblance  the  (hade  of  the  Goddefs  of  Love, 
Was  revolving  the  days,  when  a  countefs  and  toaft 

She  flaunted  about  in  the  regions  above. 

u   }viK/m  ikOnfmuW  i5n  Jjs.  ^          Jjui 

News  arriv'd,  which  foon  made  all  Elyfium  to  ring, 
That  the  Fates  a.  great  monarch  had  fummon'd  to  reft, 

In  calling  Old  England's  late  father  and  king 
To  a  crown  of  reward  in  the  realms  of  the  bleft. 

My  lady  was  vex'd  to  be  robb'd  of  th'  occafion, 
By  dying  before  him  fo  mal-a-propos, 

Of  feeing  his  royal  young  heir's  coronation  ; 
And  making  a  party  herfelf  in  the  mow. 

She  therefore  in  hafte  flcipt  away  to  the  ferry ,-— • 
"  Kere,  Charon,  you're  empty,  come  take  over  me  ; 

'•  I'm  refolv'd  to  go  back  to  the  world  in  your  wherry, 
••  The  only  fine  fight  I  e'er  mifs'd  of,  to  fee." 

Old 
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Old  Charon  moft  civilly  bow'd  to  my  lady ; 

Stept  .out  of  his  wherry  and  handed  her  in  ; 
But,  finding  flic  wanted  a  .pafs,  was  as  ready, 

Her  ladyfhip  roughly  to  turn  out  again. 

Then  fkudding  away  to  the  court  in  a  hurry, 
Direft,  for  a  pafTport,  to  Pluto  me  ran  ; 

And  put  madam  Proferpine  into  a  flurry, 

Who  thought  Ihe  was  come  to  feduce  her  good 

o  o 

man. 

<?9VQ,  i. 

jGloomy  Dis  grimly  fmil'd  at  the  lady's  requeft, 
But  more  at  her  whimfical  motive  and  re,afon  ; 

And,  having  malignly  a  mind  for  a  jeft, 
Reprefented  her  fuit  as  a  thing  out  of  fe,afon. 

I  cannot,  faid  he,  lady  fair,  with  a  frown, 
Indulge  ev'ry  ghoft  in  it's  wanton  defire, 

But  if  for  their  fakes,  wife  or  hufband  come  down, 
I  then  might  reftore  the  fond  fouls  they  require. 

Since  Orpheus,  however,  in  rifk  of  his  life, 
ijong    ago   made  us  ftare   with  his  mufick   and 
paflion, 

Not  a  foul  hath  come  down,  or  for  hufband  or  wife  ; 
So  that  journies  of  this  kind  arc  quite  out  of 

falhion. 

' 
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Yet,  as  you're  a  beauty,  the  favour  I  grant  ye  ; 

But  wherefore  again  mould  you  covet  on  earth, 
To  mix  with  a  crowd,  that  perhaps  only  want  ye 

To  make  you  the  theme  of  impertinent  mirth  ? 

Befides,  pretty  lady,  you're  greatly  miftaken, 
If  pleafure  you  promife  yourfelf  in  the  fight ; 

For,  unfeen  by  your  friends,  by  admirers  forfaken, 
There's  none  will  regard  an  impalpable  fpright. 

.     f 

Nay,  nay,  quoth  the  countefs,  if  that  be  the  cafe, 
Take   your  pafiport   again  ;    I'll   have  no  more 
chagrin  ; 

A  fig  for  fine  fights,  if  unfeen  one's  fine  face  ; 
What  fignifies  feeing  if  one  is  not  feen  ? 


AN 
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AN  EPISTLE  TO  MR.  GARRICK, 

ON  THE   REPORT  OF  HIS  HAVING  LEFT  THE  STAGE. 
WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR   MDCCLXV. 

S  O  !  Mr.  Garrick !  is  it  true, 
As  folks  report,  the  ftage  and  you 

Took  a  French  leave,  at  parting  ? 
We  hop'd  th'  Italian  air  and  diet 
Had  quite  reitor'd  your  health  and  quiet, 

And  made  you  keen  for  flarting. 

«  ;»:>£•)  sitit  t!3  .  js 

In  vain  we  liften'd  to  the  tales 
Brought  over  by  the  foreign  mails, 

That  you  were  home  returning  ; 
To  fee  your  name  in  capitals, 
Stuck  up  on  tavern-pofts,  and  walls, 

With  fond  impatience  burning  ! 

Your  wifli'd  arrival  vain  to  boaft, 
If,  never  enter'd  at  the  poft, 

You  fliun  the  race  of  glory ! 
As  well  you  might  have  travell'd  on, 
From  Pop*  to  Turk,  to  Prefter  John : 

The  world  was  all  before  ye. 

B  4  For 
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For  to  be  plain  Sir,  entre  nous, 
'Twas  not  about  your  wife  or  you 

We  all  were  fo  felicitous : 
You  might  as  well  be  there  as  here, 
If,   as  king  Richard,  Bayes,  or  Lear, 

You  mean  no  more  to  vifit  us. 

Your  friends,  if  friends  they  are,  indeed, 
Your  fpirit  or  your  fpleen  may  plead, 

From  afting  to  excufe  ye ; 
But,  fpite  of  what  your  friends  declare^ 
We,  your  admirers,  cannot  bear 

To  get  you  thus  to  lofe  ye. 

'Tis  true,  they  make  a  mighty  ftir 
About  you,  as  a  manager, 

Intent  on  reformation  ; 
Bufy  inftrufting,  in  their  parts, 
In  clap-trap  attitudes  and  ilarts, 

The  rifmg  generation. 

But  ah  !  in  vain  removed  from  fight 
The  candles,  to  improve  the  light, 

Tho'  pleas'd  the  pit  immenfely  !      :«. 
If  all  your  pupils  need  the  rod 
As  much  as  fiddle-faddle ,  . 

Or  bluftering,  bouncing 


To 
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To  thofe,  who  ne'er  have  Garrick  feen. 
Such  acling  may  not  give  the  fpleen  : 

To  me,  it  is  the  devil, 
To  fit  three  hours,  my  noddle  bare, 
To  fee  your rant  and  tea*. 

And  hear  that fnivel ! 

I,  often  as  I  come  to  town, 
In  order  to  /pare  you  a  crown, 

Dine  gratis,  with  my  printer  ; 
put,  damn  it,  ifl'mdoom'd  to  fee 
Such  mummers  play,  inftead  of  thee, 

I'll  come  no  more  this  winter. 


' 

THE 
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ON  THE  INVESTIGATION  OF  TRUTH. 

AN    EPISTLE    TO    LORENZO. 

TOO  long  have  childifh  bards,  too  long, 

Their  hours  employ'd  in  idle  fong ; 

Bufied  the  lineaments  to  trace 

Of  wither'd  Fiction's  painted  face  ; 

Where  not  a  native  beauty  blows, 

But  cankers  eat  the  budding  rofe  I 

Yet,  captive  to  her  fmiles  and  wit, 

Pleas'd  with  their  chains,  her  flaves  have  writ, 

And  all  the  labour'd  pomp  of  verfe 

Employ'd,  her  fables  torehearfe; 

While  thou,  O  facred  Truth  !  remain 

The  theme  of  ev'ry  humbler  flrain. 

And  yet,  believe  what  each  pretends, 

And  num'rous  are  her  rhyming  friends  ! 

While  fuch  her  fond  admirers  prove, 

And  tune  their  rival  fongs  to  love. 

But,  fools  in  fondnefs  as  in  awe, 

The  truth,  'tis  plain,  they  never  faw  j 

And  but  themfelves  her  lovers  boaft, 

^ecaufe  her  name  the  public  toaft ; 

Still  playing  a  fiftitious  part ; 

No  real  pailion  at  the  heart, 

For 
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J?or  fay,  what  lover's  paffion's  true 
for  beauty  that  he  never  knew  ? 
So  eaftern  monarch's  love  their  wives, 
Tho'  barren  ftrangers  all  their  lives. 
So  loy'd  la  Mancha's  famous  knight 
The  Fair,  for  whom  he  fwore  to  fight ; 
Fir'd  by  th'  enthufiaftic  rage, 
With  men  and  monilers  to  engage. 
Yet  afk'd,  for  whom  this  martial  ftrife  ? 
He  never  faw  her  in  her  life  : 
Nor  was  he  pofitive,  God  wot, 
Whether,  indeed,  ihe  liv'd  or  not. 

Thus  bards  too  oft,  in  truth's  defence, 
Break  through  the  rules  of  common  fenfe; 
And,  o'er  his  rival,  each,  t'  aipire, 
Strives  which  mail  prove  the  greateft  liar : 
Strange  to  the  liberty  of  thought, 
Vile  flaves !  but  feeking  to  be  bought, 
To  lying  faction  early  train'd, 
A  purchafe  by  the  truth  difdain'd. 
Mean-time,  as  infolent  as  vain, 
They  freedom's  facred  name  profane, 
And,  boafting,  hug  the  chains  that  bind 
That  worft  of  Haves,  the  fervile  mind, 
Such,  Dryden,  thou  immortal  bard, 
"\Vhofe  genius  claims  fupreme  regard  ; 
• 

How 
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How  honoured,  might  not  truth  accufe 
Thy  venal,  proftituted  mufe. 

Say'ft  thou  'tis  ftrange  the  world  mould  reft 
Content,  by  falfehood  thus  deprefs'd  ? 

1-      11  ,0.  1    '       t 

Alas,  thou  htye  know  ft  mankind, 

Who,  feeing,  imitate  the  blind  ; 

In  fpite  of  truth  and  open  day, 

In  darknefs  choofe  to  grope  their  way  ; 

Sufpefting  plainnefs  of  difguife, 

The  obvious  fenfe  of  terms  defpife  ; 

From  found  or  derivation  gleaning 

Some  far-fetch'd,  dark  and  doubtful  meaning  : 

While  each  importer's  word  prevails 

In  myftic  parables  and  tales  ; 

Negle&ed  e'en  the  word  divine. 
,_...--       ,       f     .  . 
If  with  it  fenfe  and  reafon  join. 

* 


_..,.,         ,         ...        _ 
Look  back  through  each  fuccelfive  age  : 

How  honour'd  the  myfterious  page  ! 
What  millions  have  been  the  tools 
Of  knaves,  whofe  nat'ral  prey  is  fools  ! 
How  firangely  trick'd  deluded  crowds 
Who,  truth  expcfting  from  the  clouds, 
And  therefore  gaping  into  th'  air, 
On  error  ilumbled  unaware! 
Thusanaftrologerofold, 
In  learned  hiftory  we  're  told, 

Contcm- 
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•If 

Contemplating  the  milky  way, 

Negleded  that  before  him  lay; 

And,  led  by  wand'ring  planets,  fell, 

Unluckily  into  a  well. 

Yet  e'er  with  (lander  branding  thofe 

Who  feek  the  naked  truth  t'  expofe, 

Short-fighted  mortals,  in  their  pride, 

Thus  ftrive  their  ignorance  to  hide  ; 

By  holding  all  beyond  their  view 

Beyond  inveftigation  too.  jor/Jo  , 


1Q 

Lorenzo,  our  misfortune  here 

Th'effeclofidlenefsandfear. 

The  fluggard  fhuns  inquiry's  tafk, 

Becaufe  too  great  the  pains  to  aflc  ; 

Stifling  th»  emotions  of  his  breaft,       3  ^  ,.   - 

TJ  indulge  his  lazy  brains  in  reft. 

A  paradox,  yet  fuch  the  faft, 

More  fear  to  think  than  fear  to  aft  ; 

In  thought,  tho'  danger  we  furmize, 

In  aft  while  real  danger  lies. 

In  truth,  my  friend,  'tis  fad  to  find          ^^  ^M 

Hence  rife  the  zeal  of  half  mankind  ; 

Religion  but  the  compound  vice 

Of  indolence  and  cowardice.  r^o 

Ev'n  pious  chriftians,  much  I  fear,  ^  aK  ^ 

Are  praaicallyatheifts  here. 

How 
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How  deaf  and  blind  to  calls  of  grace 
When  nature  wears  a  fmiling  face, 
But  when  me  frowns,  in  wild  amaze 
Look  how  th'  affrighted  cowards  gaze ! 
When  clouds  drop  fatnefs  on  the  plains, 
In  mildly-foft  defcending  rains ; 
In  their  due  feafon  harvefls  fmile, 
And  plenty  crowns  the  peafant's  toil : 
As  nothing  rare,  as  nothing  new, 
We  take  the  bleffing  as  our  due. 
For  O !  profperity's  a  lot 
At  eafe  enjoy'd,  with  eafe  forgot. 
In  June's  warm  fun  and  april's  mower 
We  trace  not  an  almighty  power  : 
Ingrates  !  fo  light  of  heav'n  we  make, 
Nor  think  the  hand  that  gives  may  take. 
But  ah!  when  threat'ning  ftorms  arife; 
When  thunders  rattle  through  the  fkies  ; 
When  the  tall  mountain  bows  its  head, 
And  earthquakes  vomit  up  the  dead  ; 
Behold  whole  nations  proftrate  fall 
Before  the  mighty  God  of  all. 
T*  appeafe  his  anger  now  their  care, 
Lo,  all  is  failing,  fighs  and  pray'r ; 
Till,  the  dread  ftorm  blown  haply  o'er, 
They  rife  and  revel  as  before, 
Forget,  or  ridicule,  the  rod  ; 
And  laugh  to  fcorn  the  fear  of  God. 

4  Nor 
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Nor  only  mov'd  when  danger's  nigh, 
Our  fears  awake  th«  gen'ral  cry  ; 
Imaginary  fcenes,  alike, 
The  daftard  foul  with  terror  ftrike  ; 
While  to  the  coward's  opticks  feem 
Light  ftraws  as  each  a  giant's  beam. 
In  honour  thus  of  God  above, 
So  weakly  draw  the  cords  of  love ; 
While  nature's  groans,  or  fancy's  fears, 
Drive  headlong  down  the  vale  of  tears. 


Lorenzo,  wouldft  thou  freely  trace 
Whence  grows  a  cowardice  fo  bafe  ? 
At  th'  early  dawn  of  moral  fenfe 
Th'  infatuation  did  commence; 
And,  propagated  fmee  by  art, 
We  all  have,  more  or  lefs,  a  part 


Ere  hermit  bald  or  pilgrim  grey 

Had  worn  the  folitary  way  ; 

Ere  yet  the  monk  had  told  his  beads 

Ere  yet  credulity  or  creeds  ; 

To  fchool,  with  fober  Reafon  fent, 

Young  Genius  to  Experience  went. 

The  latter,  tho'  as  yet,  'tis  true, 

No  wifer  than  the  former  two, 

In  charge  the  tender  pupils  took, 

And  with  them  read  in  Nature's  book. 


*  nsdv 
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So  pedagogues,  unletter'd,  ufe 

No  clafs  of  blockheads  to  refufe  ; 

But  gravely  undertake  t'  explain 

The  arts  themfelves  muft  firfl  attain ; 

Sufficient  if  the  matter  goes 

Before  his  blundering  pupil's  nofe. 

Careful  his  vacant  hours  t'  employ, 

Now  Reafon  prov'd  a  hopeful  boy: 

But  Genius,  infolent  and  wild, 

By  nature  an  a/Turning  child, 

A  treach'rous  memory  his  lot, 

The  little  that  he  learn'd  forgot  ; 

Nor  gave  himfelf  a  moments  pain 

To  con  his  leflbns  o'er  again  ; 

But,  trufting  to  his  forward  parts, 

Debauch'd  with  wit  the  fitter-arts  ; 

Who,  yet  unfettled,  young  and  frail, 

Enamour'd,  liften'd  to  his  tale  ; 

And,  fince  the  caufe  of  dire  difputes, 

Turn'd  out  abandon'd  proflitutes : 

By  prieft  and  prophet,  once  enjoy'd, 

To  bafeft  purpofes  employed ; 

For  ages  paft,  their  only  ufe 

To  vitiate  reafon  or  traduce. 

For  this,  Tradition  foremoft  came, 

Inltruftion  was  her  maiden  name, 

Now  grown  a  fmooth-tongu'd  flipp'ry  jade, 

An  arrant  miftrefs  of  her  trade. 
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She  told  the  ftories,  o'er  and  o'er, 

That  Genius  told  the  Arts  before, 

Repeating  lies,  as  liars  do, 

Till  in  the  end  they  think  them  true  ; 

And  when  detected  in  her  lie, 

"  Myft'ry" — the  biter's  arch  reply, 

. 
By  this  fine  dame  our  mothers  taught, 

Their  fcheme  of  education  wrought  j 
So  train'd  us  early  to  deceit, 
To  look  on  Reafon  as  a  cheat ; 
To  lies  firft  tun'd  the  op'ning  ear  ; 
Awoke  our  earlieft  fenfe  to  fe^r  j 
With  monfters  and  chimeras  vain, 
FilPd  the  foft  head  and  turn'd  the  brain ; 
Till  the  fond  fools,  to  top  their  part, 
Fix'd  the  rank  coward  at  the  heart. 
Nor  with  our  growing  years  releas'd; 
The  nurfe  but  moulds  us  for  the  prieft ; 
Who,  leftliis  ward,  grown  fly  or  flout, 
Should  find  the  knavifh  fecret  out, 
The  bugbear  from  his  reach  removes, 
And  all  th'  old  woman's  tale  improves. 
Paflions  more  riotous  to  quell, 
Chang'd  the  darlf  hole  for  darker  hell, 
The  truant  damn'd  for  naughty  play, 
Black-monday  now's  the  judgment-day ; 

r*b«3  »'fe 

C  Jn 


j8  POEMS. 

In  promife,  hopes,  for  toys,  are  giveta, 
And  endlefs  holidays  in 


The  groundlefs  fear  and  vain  defire, 
Which  hence  mankind  in  youth  acquire", 
How  deeply  rooted  do  we  find; 
How  fix'd  th*  impreffions  on  the  mind! 
The  weaknefs  of  thofc  childim  fdats, 
Too  oft  increafing  with  our  years  ; 
While  ev'ry  infant  joy  and  ffrife, 
Improv'd,  is  carried  into  life  ! 
For  fee  the  idiot  and  the  wife, 
Each  from  his  own  fond  madow  flies  ; 
Like  curs,   that  run  till  nature  fails  ! 
A  bladder  faften'd  to  their  tails. 

With  idle  fears  the  world  f  abufe, 

Affiilant  here  th'  inventive  mufe  ; 

The  tale  of  wonder  early  taught, 

When  playful,  young,  and  void  of  thought, 

By  ftroling  Fancy  led  aflray, 

The  vagrant  troul'd  the  jovial  Jay. 

Alas  !  of  mirth  and  pleafure  cur'd, 

To  horror's  browneft  made  inur'd  ; 

By  love  of  wonder  fince  betray'd, 

To  lend  fantaflic  Spleen  her  aid  : 

For  whom  her  numbers,  fad  and  flow* 

In  difmal  melancholly  flow; 

Condemned 
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Coadetnn'd  to  murmur  all  the  day; 

To  figh  and  groan  the  midnight  lay ; 

The  fkull,  the  fpade,  the  mroud,  the  herfe, 

The  doleful  implements  of  verfe ; 

Or  doom'd  prepoft'rous  tales  to  tell, 

jBy  brain-tick  Fiftion  brought  from  hell. 

For  know  th'  unwary  mufe  was  caught 

While  Ficlion  yet  her  friend  was  thought^ 

A  hag,  by  ignorance  badly  nurs'd,  »*:/, 

With  craving  appetite  accurs'd, 

To  Spleen's  embrace,  while  yet  a  maid, 

The  dire  chlorofis  had  betray'd. 

Since  when,  the  wretch  has  roam'd  abroacf ? 

Her  fullen  tyrant's  willing  bawd ; 

A  vile  procurefs,  to  fupply 

The  love  of  wonder  with  a  lie. 

Hence  bards,  that  reafon  lefs  than  rail, 

Affeft  to  tell  the  woeful  tale ; 

Or  vent  their  moralizing  rage ; 

As  bugbears  of  a  fearful  age; 

To  truth  pretending  to  be  led 

By  megrims  in  the  fick  man's  head ; 

As  if  with  zeal  prophetic  burn'd 

The  wretch  whofe  blifter'd  head  was  turn'd  $ 

The  fitteft  thofe  the  truth  to  teach, 

By  fevers  half-depriv'd  of  fpeech  ; 

Whofe  fault'ring  -tongues  moft  loud  complain. 

When  death  or  donors  ihake  the  brain. 

C  2  Nor 
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Nor  feldom,  by  tranfition  led 
From  dying  moralifts  to  dead, 
Triftful,  in  hypocondres  vex'd, 
The  muring  parfon  chews  his  text ; 
Some  folemn  fcene  of  dulnefs  fought, 
To  aid  his  reftitude  of  thought ; 
The  murky  vaults,  the  haunted  cells, 
Where  moping  Melancholy  dwells, 
And  Fear,  that  kneels  in  piteous  plight. 
Her  {haggling  hair  all  bolt  upright. 
Fit  comrades  thefe  as  e'er  could  chufe 
The  fplenetic  or  maudlin  mufc  ; 
Her  doleful  ditties  proud  to  fing 
Where  fadnefs  fpreads  her  duflty  wing; 
Where  croaks  the  fyren  of  the  lake 
The  light-of-heart  from  eafe  to  wake ; 
And  folemn  owls,  in  concert  grave, 
Join  hoot  the  worldly- wife  to  fave, 

'Twas  thus  enthufiaftic  Young  ; 
'Twas  thus  affe&ed  Hervey  fung ; 
Whofe  motley  mufe,  in  florid  drain, 
With  owls  did  to  the  moon  complain ; 
Clear'd  at  the  morn  her  raven  throat, 
To  found  the  glibber  magpy's  note. 
Mean-while  Religion  gravely  fmil'd 
To  fee  grown  Fiety  a  child ; 
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In  leading-firings  to  find  her  ted, 

By  thofe  her  foft'ring  hand  had  bred. 

For  why  confin'd  the  moral  mufe, 

To  Waited  oaks  or  baleful  yews ; 

O'er  graves  to  make  fantaftick  moan, 

And  deepen  Horror's  difmal  groan  ? 

Say,  hath  alone  the  mould'ring  tomb 

For  pious  Meditation  room  ? 

Ah !  wont  with  meek-eyed  Peace  to  rove, 

Through  church-way  path  or  filent  grove ; 

Her  grateful  influence  round  her  fhed, 

Where  groan  the  fick,  or  fleep  the  dead  ; 

With  truth  and  fobernefs  ferene, 

Enliv'ning  ev'ry  folemn  fcene  ; 

Difarming  Terror  of  it's  pow'r, 

To  wander  at  the  midnight  hour; 

Sweet  Philomel,  harmonious  fp right, 

The  only  fpedlre  of  the  night. 

Can  love  of  truth  impofe  the'tafk, 

To  lurk  beneath  a  gorgon  maflc ; 

To  ftalk,  in  garb  terrific  clad, 

And  fcoul  the  weak  and  wicked  mad ; 

Or  drive  the  wretch,  o'erwhelm'd  with  care, 

In  godly  frenzy,  to  defpair? 

Is  folly  vice,  fear  makes  it  worfe ; 

Reflection  is  the  coward's  curfe  : 

Unlefs  remorfe  in  mercy  given, 

To  damn  felf-murderers  to  heaven. 

C  3  Why, 
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Why,  then,  is  fought  the  midnight  fluufe 

From  vice  or  falfehood  to  cli/Tuade? 

Is  night  lefs  vicious  than  the  day  ? 

Doth  error  guide  the  folar  ray  ? 

Or  is  exhal'd,  like  morning  dew, 

The  moral  objeft  or  the  true  ? 

O,  mod  ridiculous  the  fcene, 

Where  fuperitition  feeds  the  fpleen  ; 

Where  the  grey  fpe&re  ftalks  to  view, 

As  burns  th'  expiring  taper  blue ; 

Or  dances  ^o'er  the  dizzy  fight 

The  form  of  many  a  dreadful  fpright  i 

Mean-while  a  vidim  to  his  fears 

The  moon-ftruck  moralift  appears. 

For  when  the  brain  wild  fancy  fires ; 

Reafon  moft  prudently  retires. 

As  fober  men  from  drunkards  part, 

For  fuch  companions  griev'd  at  heart.; 

Awes,  then,  with  tremulous  reftraint 
The  painted  urn  or  plafter  faint  ? 
Humbles  the  mutilated  buft 
The  rotten  finner  to  tne  duft  ? 
Lorenzo,  here,  no  error  make, 
Nor  cowardice  for  conference  take. 
Alas,  repentance,  void  of  root, 
May  bloflbm  fair  yet  fail  of  fruit : 


Attritioi 
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Attrition  vain  and  infincere 
Mere  weaknefs  all,  unmanly  fear. 

In  the  dark  grove  what  horrour  reigns 
To  chill  the  blood  in  Chiron's  *  veins, 
When  thj  ignis-fatuus  glares,  by  night, 
Terrific  witchcraft  to  his  fight  ; 
Or,  animated  by  his  fears, 
Alive  the  frefh-lopp'd  elm  appears  ; 
A  giant  ghoft  the  dreadful  bum, 
Shook  by  fome  formidable  thrum, 
That  nightly  perching  on  its  breail, 
Securely  builds  or  tends  her  nefl; 
While  on  the  next  tremendous  Jpray, 
The  nightingale  repeats  her  lay  : 
Th*  heroic  titmoufe  or  the  wren 
Lefs  timid  than  the  fons  of  men; 
Who  yet  to  confcience  give  the  lie, 
And  dare  the  pow'r  of  truth  defy. 

For  know,  no  tremour  can  impart 
Conviction  to  the  fkeptick's  heart  : 
Nor  takes,  like  agues,  in  a  fright, 
Trembling  Impiety  its  flight. 

*  A  modern  Centaur  —  Sec  the  preface  to  a  book  entitled  the 
Centaur  not  fabulous. 
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Behold  the  tyrant's  iron  hand, 

That  holds  in  chains  a  captive  land; 

In  whofe  firm  grafp  imprifon'd  lies 

Bold  freedom,  ftruggling  as  it  dies  ; 

Crufh'd  by  whofe  weight  the  monarch  bleeds, 

And  fceptres  break  like  blighted  reeds : 

See  this  ftrong  hand  let  fall  the  rod, 

And  tremble  if  the  bulrufti  nod; 

Belfhazzar's  like,  enervate  fall', 

If  laid  a  finger  on  the  wall : 

The  wretch  of  God  nor  man  afraid; 

Yet  trembling  at  an  empty  made! 

Nor  only  fear  th'  immoral  crew  ; 
The  coward  Pious  tremble  too; 
Philofophy  herfelf  a  fool, 
Attended  by  her  nurfe  to  fchool. 
Such  dupes  to  fear,  at  times,  we  find 
The  beft,  the  wifeft  of  mankind  ! 
For  Oh!  what  antidote  fo  ftrong 
As  poifon  that  has  work'd  fo  long ! 
What  drug  eradicates  the  peft, 
Suck'd  from  the  mother's  tainted  breaft  f 
In  vain  the  doftor  we  may  try ; 
No  doctor's  fee  our  cure  can  buy : 
Tho,  tamp'ring  with  the  dire  difeafe, 
Licentiates  mock  with  prefent  cafe ; 


And 
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And  emp'ricks,  falving  ev'ry  fore, 
With  noftrums  make  it  rage  the  more. 

Sayft  thou,  in  policy,  afraid 
To  fpoil  the  prieft's  and  lawyer's  trade, 
The  ftatefman,  topping  the  divine, 
Supports  with  pow'r  the  fame  defign  ; 
To  keep  th'  inquifitive  in  awe, 
Smacking  his  long-tail'd  whip,  the  law  j 
Still  thund'ring  in  the  vulgar  ear 
Implicit  faith  and  groundlefs  fear : 
The  noftrums  thefe  of  church  and  ftate; 
To  make  a  nation  good  and  great. 
Thus  forfeit  patriots  that  pretence 
They  make,  as  men,  to  comrnon-fenfe? 
Can  ignorance  be  underftood 
As  needful  to  the  public  good  ; 
That  free  inquiry  fuch  decry ; 
And  boaft  their  falutary  lie? 
Or,  are  they  here  by  habit  led, 
And  innovation's  tumult  dread  ? 
So  facred  held  the  ftated  rules 
Of  Cuftom,  law- giver  to  fools ! 
Yet  Cuftom's  rules  caprice  has  broke. 
And  turn'd  her  ftatutes  into  joke  ; 
Nor  boaft  her  laws,  however  old, 
Refiftance  to  the  pow'r  of  gold.. 
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Shall  Science,  then,  ftill  drag  her  fchain, 

And  figh  for  liberty  in  vain? 

Forbid  it  heav'n  !  that  thus  the  mind, 

By  tyrant  policy  confin'd, 

Should  bow  while  Falfehood  bears  the  fway, 

And  give  the  caufe  of  Truth  away. 

Is  this,  Lorenzo,  to  be  free? 

Are  thefe  the  fweets  of  liberty  ? 

That  glorious  priv'lege  yours,  and  mine, 

In  our  own  dies,  like  fenfual  fwine, 

At  will  to  grumble,  eat  and  drink; 

But  ah,  prohibited  to  think ! 

Our  nobler  appetites  denied 

Their  proper  food,  and  damn'd  for  pride  ; 

Forbad  our  reafon  to  employ ; 

Depriv'd  of  each  fublimer  joy  ; 

Robb'd  of  the  privilege  to  know ; 

Man's  chief  prerogative  below  I 

May  Britons  boaft,  of  all  mankind, 
The  nobler  fortitude  of  mind  ; 
To  fet  blind  prejudice  apart;  lv.r 
To  rend  th'  old  woman  from  the  heart ; 
To  laugh  at  blind  tradition's  rules, 
The  mother  and  the  nurfe  of  fools  ? 
Have  they  with  blood  fo  dearly  bought 
Their  boafted  privilege  of  thought ; 
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I'D  throw  like  fchool-boys,  tir'd  with  play, 

The  long  difputed  prize  away  ? 

Ah  !  had  not  cuftom  often  fail'd, 

What  barbarifm  had  ftill  prevailed? 

Deaf  to  the  call  of  truth  and  grace, 

Denying  reformation  place, 

What  lengths  ftill  ftubborn  faith  had  run, 

To  end  what  madd'nirig  zeal  begun  ? 

In  honour  ftill  of  Moloch's  nabme, 

Our  children  might  have  pafs'd  the  flame; 

By  perfection's  faggot  rais'd, 

Religious  fires  in  Smithfield  blaz'd  ; 

Or  now,  as  in  a  Stuart's  reign, 

Been  dy'd  with  blood  lerhe's  plain. 

Nay  ftill  how  prepoffefs'd  we  find 
With  pious  falfehoods  half  mankind. 
Think  from  the  flake  how  late  repriev'd 
Wretches,  no  charity  reliev'd  : 
Oh  horror  1  to  the  flaughter  led, 
For  wearing  rags  and  wanting  bread  ; 
Doom'd  by  inhuman,  legal  rage 
Martyrs  to  poverty  and  age  *. 

*  The  unhappy  viftims  to  an  a£l  of  parliamf  nt,  not  long  fmcer 
repealed,  by  virtue  of  which  many  hundreds  of  poor  wretches  were 
formerly  hanged,  or  burnt,  for  witchcraft. 
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See  ftill  th'  enthufiaftic  band 
Cant,  whine,  and  madden  o'er  the  land ; 
By  fcripture-craz'd  fanaticks  led, 
Whitfield  or  Weftley,  at  their  head. 
See  ev'n  the  learning  of  our  fchools 
Perverted  to  bewilder  fools  ; 
The  words  of  plainnefs  to  difguife, 
And  baffle  reafon  with  furprize ; 
While  truth  and  nature  plead  in  vain 
Againft  the  comment  of  Romaine*. 
Ah  !  think  how  fatal,  foon  or  late, 
Such  crazy  members  to  the  ftate  : 
How  dang'rous  to  the  public  weal 
Blind  ignorance  and  fooHfli  zeal. 
Refleft  in  what  a  dreadful  hour 
Nonfenfe  ufurp'd  the  hand  of  power  ; 
When  puritans  the  land  o'er-run, 
And  facrilege  was  pious  fun  : 
While  wretches  for  their  country's  good, 
Dipt  their  vile  hands  in  royal  blood  ! 

\         '  •'  •' '  ' '  ':    '    ' 

Is  ignorance  the  curie  of  God  ? 
Avert  good  Heav'n  th*  impending  rod ! 
O  leave,  ye  patriots,  leave  the  mind 
In  fearch  of  knowledge  unconfin'd : 

•  A  famous  Hutchinfoman  divine,  of  the  church  of  En|!an5. 

Left 
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Left  Truth  your  cunning  mould  defpife, 
Returning  to  its  native  fides  *. 
Good  policy  to  truth's  ally'd ; 
By  fcience  guided,  not  its  guide. 

Ceafe  too,  ye  bards,  fo  wond'rous  wife, 
T'  inftrucVby  means  you  fhould  defpife. 
In  fober  fadriefs,  much  too  long 
Mankind  have  liften'd  to  your  fong ; 
Have  flrain'd  the  mental  eye,  to  fee 
Your  falfe,  fantaftic  imag'ry; 
With  gaudy  colours  glaring  bright, 
To  captivate  the  vulgar  fight ; 
The  gaping  idiot's  grin  of  praife, 
Or  flare  of  ignorance  to  raife  : 
Nay,  tho'  approv'd  your  moral  ends, 
Ye  flill  are  truth's  miftaken  friends, 
Ah !  full  as  dang'rous  to  her  caufe 
As  even  thofe  who  fpurn  her  laws. 

•  boold  fcA(C;i  rv 
No  viiionary  fears  intrude 
Where  triumphs  moral  rectitude. 
Truth  all  the  artifice  difdains 
Of  dungeons  deep,  and  clanking  chains ; 

• 

*  If  men  were  not  to  delare  their  opinions  in  fpite  cf  eftablifli- 
ments,  cither  in  church  or  ftate,  truth  would  be  foon  baniflied  the 

earth.     Dedication  to  Eflay  on  Spirit, 

Skulks 


3»  POEM    S, 

Skulk*  not  in  life's  fequefter'd  way ; 
But  walks  abroad  in  open  day. 
'Tis  Falfehood,  her  grim  face  to  hide, 
Shuffles  on  nature's  darkeft  fide; 
Baffling,  in  Tenor's  murky  den, 
The  fcrutiny  of  honeft  men. 
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HE    FORCE   OF    PREJUDICE. 

A      FABLE. 
THE   HINT    FROM   HELVETIUS. 

N  C  E  on  a  time,  or  ftory  lies, 
A  deity  forfook  the  ikies  ; 
And  rambling,  curious,  up  and  down, 
Enter'd,  at  length,  an  Afric  town  ! 
Where  liv'd  a  tribe  of  mortals  black, 
With  each  a  hump  upon  his  back  ; 
A  burthen  common  to  the  nation 
Thro'  each  fuch  fucceffive  generation. 

The  comely  god,  well-map'd  and  fair, 
March'd  forward  with  a  graceful  air ; 
While,  gathering  round,  the  gaping  throng 
Wonder'd,  and  hooted  him  along. 
This  gave  a  kick,  and  that  a  thump  ; 
All  crying,  Where's  the  fellow's  hump  ? 
The  females  too,  among  the  reft, 
Their  deteftation  loud  exprefs'd ; 
While  lufcious  jokes  were  cut  and  crack'd^ 
To  fee  a  man  fo  fiend er  back'd ; 
Eager  each  flirt  to  have  a  fling, 
At  fuch  a  pale  fac'd  ugly  thing. 

Nay 
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Nay,  heav'n  knows  where  their  taunts  had  ended, 

If  fate  the  god  had  not  befriended. 

But  fo,  it  chanc'd,  a  fober  fage 

Advanc'd,  rever'd  for  fenfe  and  age  ; 

Made  wife  by  time  and  obfervation,     .'  ;  oj 

His  'knowledge  glean'd  from  ev'ry  nation  ; 

He  whites  had  feen,  as  well  as  blacks, 

No  tnountains  bearing  on  their  backs  ; 

And  knew,  from  reafons  confequential, 

Colour  and  form  were  not  eflential. 

Yet  ftill  too  wife  to  call  in  doubt 

The  wifdom  of  the  rabble  rout: 

He  thus,  the  ftranger  to  protect, 

Addrcfs'd  the  mob  with  due  refpcft. 

•'  O  give,  my  friends,  your  infults  o' 

'«  Nor  vex  this  haplefs  creature  more  : 

"  What  tho'  before  our  eyes  we  fee 

"  A  lump  of  fair  deformity  ; 

"  Not  e'en  a  mole-hill  on  his  moulder, 

"  To  captivate  one  black  beholder; 

••  But  like  an  unmap'd  log  he  ftands, 

••  Unfinim'd  left  by  nature's  hands  j 

"  Yet  mocl;  him  not,  in  cruel  pride, 

"  For  wanting  what  the  gods  deny'd : 

'«  'Tis  affeftation  makes  the  fool ; 

"  No  object  this  of  ridicule, 

'«  It  might  have  been  your  fate  or  mine, 

««  To  want  the  human  hump  divine  ; 

"  And; 
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And  each  of  us,  an  ugly  fight, 

Might  have  flat-fhoulder'd  been,   and  white : 

If  therefore  heav'n,  to  us  fo  kind, 

Gives  the  protuberance  behind, 

Thanks  to  the  gods  with  fervour  pay, 

But  fend  this  wretch  unhurt  away." 

The  mob,  on  cv'ry  word  intent, 
With  fome  few  murmurings  gave  confent ; 
When  now  the  fage  the  god  addrefs'd, 
And  thus  difmifs'd  the  injur'd  gueft. 

"  On  earth  a  welcome  wouldft  thou  find, 

"  Go  hence,  and  learn  to  know  mankind. 

««  In  other  lands  thy  form  and  face 

"  May  challenge  comelinefs  and  grace  ; 

11  But  here  to  beauty  are  we  blind, 

««  If  wanting  of  a  hump  behind. 

"  Thus  ev'ry  nation,  ev'ry  tribe, 

"  Peculiar  fentiments  imbibe  ; 

*«  And  beauty,  virtue,  fenfe,  lay  claim 

««  To  little  more  than  empty  name  ; 

««  Varied  in  every  clime  and  nation, 

"  As  fuits  the  general  fituation. 

«'  Hence,  judging  each  by  diff'rent  rules, 

"  They  think  each  other  knaves  or  fools; 

"  While  no  defeft  or  vice  is  known, 

'*  Unlefs  it  differ  from  their  own. 

D  ««  To 
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"  To  turn  the  (hafts  of  fcorn  afide, 
*«  Then  take  this  maxim  for  your  guide  t 
"  Go  where  you  will,  be  fure  to  wtar 
"  The  gen'ral  hump  the  people  bear  : 
"  He's  ne'er  accounted  fool  or  rogue, 
•*  Whofe  vke  or  folly  is  in  vogue." 
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A  FAMILIAR  EPISTLE  TO  A  FRIEND: 

OCCASIONED  BY  THE    AUTHOR'S  SEEING  HIS   NAME 
IN  THE   LIST  OF   DEATHS   IN   A    MAGAZINE. 

JN  O  doubt,  ere  this,  the  magazine, 
Your  monthly  noftrum  for  the  fpleen, 

Hath  reach'd  your  hands  at  K. 
The  lift  of  deaths,  ofcourfe,  you've  read, 
Turn'd  up  your  eyes,  and  fhook  your  head, 

And  cry'd,  good-lack-a-day  ! 

But,  having  not  deferv'd  fo  ill, 
That  in  your  teftamental  will, 

I  mould  be  quite  forgotten, 
Pm  thinking  how  the  folks  will  flare, 
If  kindly  you  mould  make  an  heir 

Of  one,  thought  dead  and  rotten. 

Thus,  to  prevent  miftakes,  I  fend 

T'  afTure  my  beft,  my  worthieft  friend, 

His  magazine  tells  lies  : 
So  the  maim'd  foldier,  'rnong  the  flain, 
Juft  ready  to  be  ftripp'd,  in  pain, 

Aloud  for  mercy  cries, 


For 
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For  men  may  lofe  a  limb,  or  wife, 
Yet  lead  a  not-unplcafant  life, 

Nor  pine  away  with  forrow  : 
Hearty  as  any  buck  alive, 
And  little  more  than  thirty-five, 

Whymay'ntl  live  to-morrow  r 


I  hear  you,  clearing  up  your  brow, 
Reply,  "  You  live!  wild  Coz — but  how? 

<«  How  live  you? — Tell  me  that. 
"  For  tho'  perhaps  I  am  not  willing 
««  To  cut  you  off  with  juft  a  milling, 

"  If  faid,  'tis  done;  that's  flat. 

«•  Pray,  tell  me;  are  you  rich  or  poori 

«  Can'lt  keep  the  wolf-dogs  from  the  door  J^ 

"  How  ftand  you  with  his  grace? 
"  How  comes  it  fuch  quick  parts  as  yours 
"  Get  not  fome  pretty  fine-cures, 

"  A  penfion,  or  fome  place  ?" 

Why  faith,  good  Sir,  to  tell  you  true, 
I  wifh  I  were  as  rich  as  you  i 

But,   prodigal  in  grain, 
At  fchool  my  little  weekly  cam, 
Went  all  in  whips,  and  tops,  and  tram, 

Improvident  of  gain. 


Nor, 
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Nor,  growing  up,  did  e'er  I  chufe 
For  lords  to  fetch  and  carry  news, 

Like  fpaniels  for  a  cruft. 
With  bread  by  labour  earn'd,  I'd  rather 
Keep  foul  and  body  juft  together, 

Till  duft  return  to  duft. 

Contented  I  can  fit  me  down, 
Snug  in  the  midft  of  this  vile  town, 

A         •  Ml 

As  in  a  village  cot ;  ,     , 

Treat  e'en  our  patriots  with  a  fneer, 
See  W s  a  wanderer.  P  -  - 1  a  peer; 

Preferring  neither's  lot. 

Can  fee  at  eafe  (while  oft  a  friend 
Calls  in  a  leifure  hour  to  fpend, 

.       ,  f  .  ,     r      v 

And  nurie  my  winter  s  fire) 
...  ,   i  .       .« ,    ,         , 

Rich  knaves  in  gilded  coaches  roll, 

A     j         i         •         r  r     i  q  9nio! 

And  truly  pity,  from  my  foul, 
„,,      '  . '    ,  ,,    j    - 

What  half  the  world  admire. 

• 
Not  that  I've  learn*d  in  floic  fchool 

To  live  and  move  by  line  and  rule : 

No.— If  I  had  it,  friend, 
7 

My  lavilh  foul  could  give  away, 
With  rapture,  more  in  half  a  day, 
Than  dukes  in  years  could  fpend. 

D  3  For 
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For  others  have  I  drawn  a  bill  ? 
I've  paid  it  —  or  —  •!  owe  it  ftill  J 

And  want  no  credit  yet. 
You  know  what  Milton's  devil  fays, 
"  True  gratitude,  tho  nought  it  pays, 

"  Is  ever  out  of  debt." 

3ib  «»l<-  .    •>!»  IM  i  i  *  O  Q  O 

My  youthful  errors,  then,  forgive  ;  ^  ^  ^ 

And  know  I  live,  and  how  I  live  ;—  ^ 

Imprudently,  'tis  true  : 
But  there,  my  friend,  the  difference  lies, 
Between  the  wittj  and  the  wife, 

Between  your  coz  and  you. 


ftt\  r»'o  t/eifii  bnA 
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- 

THE    POLITICAL    MAGNET. 


A     SIMILE. 

JjBftW  WO/' 


WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  MDCCLXVI. 

' 

LJ  ODG'D  in  the  northern  pole,   the  wife 
Affirm  a  potent  loadfton«  lies, 

Ofuniverfalfway: 
So,  in  the  world  of  politicks, 
B  -  -  -,  the  great  magnet,  there  they  fix, 

Whofe  influence  all  obey. 

Why  then,  ye  grumblers,  do  you  fnarl 
To  fee  your  patriot  made  an  earl  ; 

And  rais'd  o'er  fin  and  fhame  ? 
C  ------  's  unalterable  foul, 

True  as  the  needle  to  the  pole, 

Is  evermore  the  fame. 


vWhat,  tho'  he  veer'd  from  fide  to  fide, 
'Twixt  popularity  and  pride, 

Unfettled  in  his  notions  ; 
Ev'n  fo  the  needle  quiv'ring  plays, 
And  eaftward  oft,  and  weflward  ftfays, 

Tho'  conftant  in  its  motions. 


See, 
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See  and  confefs  its  genuine  worth, 
When,  plainly  pointing  to  the  North, 

Its  wav'ring  all  is  o'er : 
Thus  to  the  pole  of  politicks 
At  length,  lo,  P ,  in  C fticks^di  ni  2  A^ 

And  veers  about  no  more. 


q 
i  bifid 
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AN   ALLITERATIV.E   DESCRIPTION 
OF    AN    ALLITERATIVE    BARD. 


in  the  gutter  ftruts  the  carrion  crow, 
So  flalks,  in  fable  ftate,  ftiff,  folemn,  flow, 
Writhing  his  wriggling  rump  from  fide  to  fide, 
In  all  the  pimping  pomp  of  prieflly  pride, 
-    Pert  parfon  ---------  ,  poet,  pedant,  prig  ; 

No  bard  fo  bright,    no  bachelor  fo  big  ! 
Far-fam'd  for  frippery,  frothy,  futile  fun; 
Peerlefs  at  puerile  repartee  and  pun  ; 
By  nature,  niggling,  niggardly,  and  nice; 
By  art,  pragmatic,  primitive,  precife  ; 
A  fimpering  finner,  fimple-feeming  faint  ; 
Queer,   quackifti,  quibbling,  querulous  and  quaint  ; 
So  fine,  fo  finicking,  fo  deft,  fo  feat 
His  numbers  foft,  his  ftyle  fo  filver-fweet  ! 
Hence  flufh'd  with  fancied  gifts  from  all  the  graces, 
He  boafts  their  favours,  tho  unfeen  their  faces  ; 
While,  felf-fufficient,  in  fantaftic  drains, 
He  vents  thj  Effufions  of  his  barren  brains  ; 
Scribbles  the  fenfelcfs,  fentimental  tale 
Of  mincing  minx  in  Mes'potamia's  vale  ; 
Publicly  proftitutes  prepofterous  praife, 
In  languid,  labour'd,  lulling,  lying  lays; 
'Pens  penny-pilfering  puffs  for  paultry  pay, 
And  gives  egregious  egotifms  away  j 

With 
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With  bare-fac'd  eulogies  himfelf  addrefles  ; 

Vaunting,  each  mufe  the  virtuous  bard  carefles. 

Vamping  vile  verfes,  vapid,  vague,  jejune 

He  rings  his  jingling  chimes,  to  time  and 

Or  decks  in  plunder'd  plumes,  and  fets  to  fale,      .    * 

His  green-goofe  waddling  with  a  peacock's  tail ; 

Poor  plagiary  !  tho*  pitiful,  yet  proud, 

Scorning  to  flop  till  ftop-thief 's  cried  aloud  ; 

Friend  to  the  faithful,  formal,  ftarch  and  fhy,  ,&%!$ 

He  fneers  with  fcepticks,  ihrewd,  fevere  and  fly, 

Or,  coaxing  doubting  deifts  to  believe, 

Laughs  at  each  credulous  chriftian  in  his  fleeve  ; 

Forges,  forfooth,  fanatic  fribbling  letters, 

And  plays  the  critick  on  the  bards,  his  betters ; 

In  fulminations  by  bell,  book,  and  taper, 

Anath'rnatizes  harmlefs  ink  and  paper, 

And  contumelioufly,  with  captious  curfes, 

Damns  blund'ring  blockheads  bawling  bell-men'« 

verfes ; 

While  thus,  to  crude  caprice  a  carping  tool, 
He,  fpite  of  fcripture,  calls  his  brother,  fool : 
Power,  name  and  fame,  mean  time,  he  knows  to  prize, 
Nor  thinks  he  e'er  can  ftoop  too  low,  to  rife  ! 
Subfervient  hence,  to  give  offence  in  fear, 
He  cenfures  nought  by  prelate  wrote,  or  peer  ; 
But  fervile,  fneaking,  trimming,  meek  and  mean, 
Veers  with  each  wind,  and  mlfts  with  every  fcene  : 


Bv 
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By  venal  views  thus  fet  his  virtues  blazing, 
He  fays  and  does  what's  really  moil  amazing, 
Kiffes  foul  J  -  -  nf  -  n's  breech,  and,  on  like  plan, 
Galls  Gl-ft-r's  biiiiop  a  fine  gentleman  ; 
Says  lean  lord  L  - 1  -  It  -  n  (fuch  lies  he'll  tell  ye) 
Keeps  all  the  Nine  in  that  lank  meath,  his  belly; 
Treats  Alma  mater  like  a  common  whore ; 
Vow's  B-te's  a  whig,  and  Scotland  is  not  poor  ! 
Slights  Churchill's  raufe,  whilft  Ogilvie  and  Home, 
With  him,  excell  the  bards  of  Greece  and  Rome. 
But  is  not  he,  who  thus  can  aft  and  write, 
A  coxcomb,  fycophant,  and  hypocrite  ? 

" 
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P'-T?     AND     PROTE  US. 

<>i££  narfNJ 

Mutatas  dicere  formas. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR   MDCCLXYII?"' 

m  e  io  ^9A'J1  nq  one  rrnoi  a] 

Ctfoufmg,  cheating,  chopping,  changing^ 
Proteus  round  the  world  was  ranging  ; 
When  a  blaft  from  Rumour  came, 
Reverberating  Cb--'-b~'s  name; 
Fam'd  afar  for  transformations, 

Turns,  trimming,  tricks,  tergiverfations. 

•»  ->Jj  ffjiw  b'EoH 

Proteus,  piqu'd  at  the  report, 
Pofted  prefently  to  court ; 
When,  clapping  on  a  Highland  fuit 
To  gain  the  countenance  of  B  -  - -, 
He  cring'd  and  fidled  to  the  ring, 
And  made  his  bow  unto  -**-1i1-n-^, 
Then  turning  round  and  fpeaking  loud, 
He  challeng'd  C-fc^fc-^from  the  crowd. 
"  My  lord,  if  you're  a  man,  turnout; 
"  With  T»-'te*.  oft  I've  had  a  bout ; 
"  And  Charles  could  match  me  to  a  hair, 
"  In  changing  into  bull  and  bear  : 
c<  The  deuce  is  in't,  if  you  can  be 
"  A  match  for  Proteus  more  than  he  !" 
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In  Pharoah's  prefence  thus,  we're  told, 
Ev'n  Ifrael's  chiefs  were  brav'd  of  old, 
When  Aaron's  rod,  to  crown  the  jeft, 
Gap'd,  gulp'd,  and  fwallow'd  up  the  reft. 

The  ring  was  clear'd,  and  P  it*  began, 
In  form  and  prefence  of  a  man  ; 
Appearing  in  his  priftine  glory 
A  cornet,  and  a  rory-tory  ; 
Declar'd  himfelf  Britannia's  bully,    _  ^  ^ 
And  tweak'd  the  nofe  of  German  cully  : 
Then  ceas'd  at  once  from  talking  big, 
And  turn'd  a  worming,  wheedling  whig  j 
Clos'd  with  the  r*«l  predileftions 
For  German  generals  and  connections  ; 
Unfaid  whate'er  he  faid  before, 
And  bore  the  form  of  man  no  more. 


Through  th'  objects  of  the  brute  creation, 

He  next  began  his  transformation  : 

By  turns  was  hog,  dog,  cur  and  beagle, '    j-^  fl 

A  Ruffian  bear,  a  Pruffian  eagle, 

An  Englifh  war-horfe  on  full  fpeed, 

A  prancing  Hanoverian  fteed  ? 

The  Britifh  lion  now  he  roar'd  ; 

Now  as  a  Smithfield  bullock  gor'd  ; 

Now  a  Camelion  changing  colour  ; 

A  ravenous  cormorant  ne'er  the  fuller; 

From 
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From  beaft  to  bird,  to  fifti  from  fowl* 
A  buftard  now,  and  now  an  owl ; 
A  trout,  expefting  to  be  tickled ; 
A  falraon,  —  pity  'twas  not  pickled  I 
And  if  he  faw  the  ^**  but  fmile, 
Was  ftrait  a  fnivelling  crocodile. 

While  thus  he  play'd  at  faft  and  loofc, 
A  Fox  had  mark'd  him  for  a  goofe  ; 
When,  lifted  up,  he  took  his  flight, 
A  mere  machine,  a  paper- kite  ! 
Faft  to  whofe  tail  was  tied  a  taper, 
In  lantern,  alfo  made  of  paper. 
Lord  !  how  this  change  amus'd  the  £*** I 
For  who  do  ye  think  had  got  the  firing  ? 
Ev'n  B*-*,  who  guided,  here  and  there, 
This  pafte- board  patriot  in  the  air  ; 
Blazing,  a  meteor  in  the  ikies, 
Amazement  to  the  vulgar  eyes, 
Of  gaping  gulls  and  credulous  crowds, 
Who  fee  their  favourite  in  the  clouds, 
And  think  by  him  to  fleer  fecure  ; 
Their  minifterial  Cynofure  1 

«>;  •'>*-..»  H£  o) 
But  mould  he  on  our  noddles  fall, 
God  blefs  us  !  'twere  the  devil  and  all ! 
For  Proteus,  ftruck  with  fhame  and  wonder, 
Owns  his  defeat  and  truckles  under. 

4  TH 
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«lwo~i  ;d  oi 

THE  SNARLING  PUG  AND  DANCING  BEAR. 

. 
b'^D -.f  ABLE.  nomir'V 

•  w-sl  3ii  li  i>nA 

ADDRESSED  TO  MESS.  HOGARTH   AND  CHURCHILL. 
WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  MDCCLXV. 

l^EST,  Hogarth,  thou  fhould'ft  draw  again 
Thy  failing  pencil  'gainft  the  pen  ;          >f>m  «j-u>m  t 
Or  Churchill,  fcorning  to  give  out, 
Should  prove  lefs  merciful  than  flout ; 
To  an  apt  tale,  an  equal  friend 
To  both,  requefts  you  to  attend. 

>    f  *  -  8  rt'vS 

Three  fitters,  daughters  of  the  Town, 
(A  family  of  fome  renown) 
Together  liv'd,  tho'  fingle  lives, 
Jangling  as  hufbands  and  their  wiveiJ lug  ^niqEg 
The  firft,  like  Triftram  nam'd  in  hafte^biii  a 
Was  chriften'd,  by  mifnomer,  Tafte  ;       diiiriJ  bnA 
A  fplenetic  and  formal  prude, 
Averfe  to  all  that's  low  or  rude  ; 
Fainting  at  ev'ry  odious  jeft, 
And  ftarch  as  any  quaker  dreft  ; 
So  nice,  fo  finical,  fo  quaint ! 
No  fmner  fure  fo  much  a  faint  1 

For 
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For  this  was  all  a  fair  outfide, 
Her  vice  and  vanity  to  hide. 
The  fecond  a  fantaftic  dame, 
As  modifh  in  her  drefs  as  name ; 
A  batter'd  firumpet,  Fafhion  hight, 
The  bane  of  many  a  living  wight : 
A  grey  coquet,  whofe  magic  pow'r 
Tho'  wafting  with  the  prefent  hour, 
Her  charms  deciduous  but  decay, 
To  fprout  again  fome  future  day  ; 
While  thus  alternate  youth  and  age, 
By  turns  her  votaries  engage, 
And  ftill  with  conilancy  maintain 
Her  mofl  inconftant  tyrant  reign. 
The  third,  a  ferriale  full  of  zeal, 
Still  flaming  for  the  common-weal  ; 
Tho  as  her  filler,  Falhion,  guides, 
Alternate  taking  different  fides  ; 
Now  a  rank  Tory,  talking  big, 
And  now  a  grumbling  ftedfaft  Whig. 
Or,  when  no  bufmefs  of  the  nation 
Sets  her  warm  blood  in  fermentation, 
As  keen  me  flies  at  lower  game, :lv»irrt. 
A  poet's  or  a  painter's  fame  : 
Alike  flic  raves,  alike  me  bounces,    *tt*j 
About  pink  furbelows  and  flounces ; 
In  every  caufe  fincere  and  hearty, 
Her  name,  as  well  as  nature,  Party. 
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Now  ancient  maids  and  barren  wives, 

Who  lead  unprofitable  lives, 

Full  often  keep  (the  devil  rout  'em) 

A  pack  of  animals  about  'em  ; 

Dogs,  cats,  or  monkies,  fubftitutes 

For  children,  oft  lefs  natural  brutes. 

Thus  did  our  jarring  frfters  three, 

Keep  a  well-flock'd  menagerie  ; 

Whither  each  quadruped  and  biped 

By  gentle  treatment  was  invited; 

Or  bird  or  beaft,  or  fair  or  frightful, 

For  the  more  flrange,  the  more  delightful. 

Accordingly  in  numbers  came, 

Domeftic,  foreign,  wild,  and  tame; 

From  Stade  and  Norway,  noble  rats  ; 

From  Italy,  fine  warbling  cats ; 

Taught  by  Marcel  himfelf  to  dance, 

A  troop  of  apes  fkipp'd  o'er  from  France  ; 

From  Turkey,  tutor'd  in  the  eaft, 

An  Irifh  renegado  bead, 

That  like  a  Bornean  ape  could  fwing, 

And  trot  upon  an  iron  ftring. 

Next  from  St.  Omer's  learned  college, 

There  came  a  prodigy  of  knowledge ; 

A  Chien  S$avant,  or  dog  of  parts, 

At  leaft  a  bachelor  of  arts; 

That  knew  the  Greek  and  Latin  better 

Than  all  th'  academy  Belles-Lettres. 

E  But 
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But  more  than  all  a  dancing  Bear 
And  fav'rite  Pug  engag'd  their  care, 
The  latter,  as  a  dog  of  merit, 
Was  cherifh'd  for  his  former  fpirit ; 
For  he,  tho'  now  much  paft  his  prime, 
Had  been  an  odd  dog  in  his  time ; 
Would  fetch  and  carry,  leap  o'er  flicks, 
And  play  a  thoufand  comic  tricks. 
Him  had  our  ladies  long  preferr'd 
To  be  their  doughty  body-guard. 
Hence  in  the  parlour  was  he  plac'd, 
And  with  a  filver  collar  grac'd  ; 
On  a  foft  velvet  cufhion  feated, 
And  by  all  three  moft  kindly  treated : 
Whence,  growing  infolent  and  proud, 
He  growl'd  fo  fierce,  and  bark'd  fo  loud. 
That  not  another  dog  or  cat 
About  the  houfe,  dar'd  fmell  a  rat, 
Or  fet  a  foot  into  the  parlour, 
For  fear  of  this  eternal  fnarler  ; 
Who,  like  a  greedy,  envious  elf, 
Lov'd  no  one  creature  but  himfelf* 

Rough  Bruin,  but  as  yet  a  culr, 
Unlick'd,  and  yet  unwean'd  from  bub, 
Was  boarded  with  a  neighb'ring  vicar, 
And  nurtur'd  with  his  fav'rite  liquor. 
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Hf  nee,  growing  flurdy  and  mifchievous, 

He  oft  committed  outrage  grievous; 

Made  a  cat's  paw  of  Tom's  the  moufer, 

And  plagu'd  to  death  poor  harmlefs  Touzer  ; 

Drown'd  old  Grimalkin,  and  in  ire, 

Threw  playful  kittens  in  the  fire. 

For,  out  of  wantonnefs  or  fpite, 

In  mifchief  lay  his  fole  delight ; 

Tho'  fome  excufe  him,  and  will  fay, 

That  what  he  did  was  but  in  play, 

The  maggots  of  a  dancing  bear, 

To  make  the  people  hoot  and  flare  ; 

As  if  dame  Nature  form'd  one  half 

The  world,  to  make  the  other  laugh. 

At  length,  however,  moft  unruly, 

He  fell  upon  his  keeper,  truly  ! 

And,  when  corrected,  threw  him  down, 

And  trampled  on  the  parfon's  gown  ; 

Made  e'en  a  kennel  of  the  church, 

And  left  his  feeders  in  the  lurch. 

Meanwhile,  as  ftrolling  up  and  down, 

The  fport  and  terror  of  the  town, 

His  brother  brutes  he  chanc'd  to  fee, 

That  lodg'd  in  the  menagerie. 

Here  the  firft  fcene  that  caught  his  eye, 

Was  a  broad  ftage  ef  efted  high ; 

On  which  a  fet  of  mimic  apes 

Play'd  monkey-tricks  in  various  ftiapes ; 

E  2  Grinn'd 
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Grinn'd,  chatter'd,  laugh'd,  and  made  fuch  faces, 

That  Bruin,  piqu'd  at  their  grimaces, 

Scrambled  aloft,  refolv'd  to  rout  'em, 

And  with  his  bear's  paws  laid  about  him  ; 

Hugging  each  monkey-dog  and  bitch, 

As  loving  Satan  hugg'd  the  witch  ; 

While  the  poor  devils  fcream'd  aloud, 

The  jeft  and  pity  of  the  crowd. 

Next,  in  a  neighboring  charnel  vault, 

He  fmok'd  a  pack  of  hounds  at  fault, 

By  fome  fpay'd  bitch's  nofe  mifled, 

To  fnuffle  there  among  the  dead, 

In  fearch  of  Fanny's  knocking  ghoft> 

Of  whom  the  fcent  in  earth  was  loft* 

But  Bruin  never  wanted  fcent 

After  whatever  game  he  went  * 

But  fmelt  her  out,  and,  to  be  doing, 

Fell  foul  upon  a  brother  Bruin, 

Pompofb  fam'd,  as  rode  a  bear, 

As  e'er  was  (hewn  in  Southwark  fair; 

Ill-favour'd,  cl unify,  and  uncouth, 

The  verieft  monfter  of  the  booth. 

His  waters  Bruin  clofely  watch'd  : 

When  hurt  Pompofo,  over-match'd, 

And  fairly  worfted  in  the  fray, 

Growl'd,  and  turn'd  tail,  and  flunk  away. 

Flufh'4 
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Flufh'd  with  fuccefs,  and  fond  of  fame, 

Now  Bruin  ran  at  higher  game  j 

Nay  fome  (tho'  thefe  we  don't  rely  on) 

Pretend  he  dar'd  t'  attack  the  lion. 

But  brutes,  as  well  as  men,  'tis  known, 

Pay  a  due  deference  to  the  throne. 

Certain  it  is,  he  made  fine  fport 

Of  th'  o'ergrown  jackals  of  the  court, 

And  caus'd  the  reft  to  quake  for  fear 

Around  the  country  far  and  near. 

Thefe  triumphs  envious  Pug  had  feen, 

And,  half-devour'd  with  fpight  and  fpleen, 

Another  quadruped  to  fee, 

More  fear'd  and  mifchievous  than  he  ; 

Refolv'd  t'aflail  this  mighty  beaft, 

Or  give  himfelf  fuch  airs,  at  leaft, 

That  folks  might  think  he  did  not  fear  him, 

So  growl'd  whenever  he  came  near  him. 

His  miftrefs  Party,  hence  miftaken, 

Till  much  too  late  to  fave  his  bacon, 

Unequal  match  1  her  fav'rite's  ruin  ! 

Slipt  poor  prefumptuous  Pug  at  Bruin ; 

Unknowing  that,  tho'  bark  he  might, 

His  toothlefs  gums  no  more  could  bite. 

But  roughly-gentle  Bruin  feiz'd, 

And  foftly  firft  old  Puggy  fqueez'd ; 

Who,  thinking  all  the  mifchief  done 

His  foe  could  do,  kept  barking  on. 

E  3  Whea 
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When  now,  enrag'd  at  haplefs  Pug, 
Me  gave  him  fuch  a  curfed  hug, 
That  well  nigh  all  his  bones  he  broke, 
So  dev'lifh  ferious  was  the  joke ; 
Then  threw  the  limping  fnarler  down, 
To  howl  and  pifs  about  the  town. 

Such  ever  is  the  fate  of  thofe, 
Who  wantonly  make  folks  their  foes, 
Or,  quarrelfome,  provoke  the  fight 
With  bravoes  of  fuperior  might. 
And  thus  e'en  Bruin's  felf  may  catch 
A  tartar,  who  may  prove  his  match  ; 
And  to  fome  future  tyger  bow, 
As  low  as  Pug  to  him  doth  now. 
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ON        HAPPINESS, 

AND    THE    INCAPACITY    OF    MANKIND    FOR 
ITS    ATTAINMENT. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  LORENZO. 

JL/O  wits  this  maxim  flill  profefs  ? 

"  That  man  was  born  for  happinefs  : 

"  Tho  tow'rs  of  hope  he  fondly  raife, 

"  Their  ftrudture  lafting  all  his  days  : 

*'  In  expe&ation  ev'n  poflefling 

"  The  better  half  of  ev'ry  bleffing ; 

"  His  blifs  for  ever  in  his  view, 

"  Whene'er  he  pleafes  to  purfue." 

My  friend,  with  care,  fuch  maxims  weigh1: 

Nor  run  with  giddy  wits  aflray. 

Genius,  in  fearch  of  truth  may  roam  ; 

But  blifs,  if  found,  is  found  at  home  : 

To  region,  clime  nor  foil  confin'd 

This  boafted  feed  of  heav'nly  kind. 

Ah  !  vainly  boafted,  if  below 

The  plant  celeftial  cannot  grow  ! 

Say  fophifts  neither  more  nor  lefs 
f  han  happinefs  is  happinefs  ; 

E  4  Yet 
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Yet  will  they  boaft  this  ftate  unknown, 
This  blifs  indefinite,  their  own  ? — 
The  difference  plain  'twixt  blifs  and  woe, 
Whate'er  we  feel  we  furely  know  : 
Wljat  ftate  can,  then,  be  ever  thine 
Which  fenfe  nor  fcience  can  define  ? 

That  man,  by  others  is't  confefs'd, 

Ne'er  is,  but  flill  is  to  be  bleft  ? 

Yet  would  they  teach,  in  moral  drain, 

How  all  may  happinefs  attain  ? 

As  well  who  ne'er  was  blefs'd  with  light 

May  boaft  the  happinefs  of  fight, 

The  fplendour  of  the  folar  ray ; 

Or  teach  his  comrades  blind  their  way  ; 

As  fuch  to  thee  make  ever  known 

A  ftate  of  being  ne'er  their  own. 

Doft  thou  to  prove  my  judgment  wrong 
In  anfwer  quote  thy  fav'rite  fong  ? 
True  blifs,  thy  Pope,  if  we  believe, 
All  hands  can  reacK,  all  heads  conceive  :  * 
The  happinefs  of  each  confin'd, 
In  truth,  to  that  of  all  our  kind. 
But  terms  fo  gen'ral  nought  define  : 
The  blifs  of  all  not  yours  nor  mine  : 

*  See  Pope's  Eflay  on  Man. 
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For,  yet  diftinclly's  underftood 

The  public  from  the  private  good. 

Nor  doth  it  prove  this  maxim  right 

To  fay  that  both  in  one  unite  ; 

Unlefs  their  union  be  fo  plain 

That,  feeking  one,  we  both  obtain  ; 

Since  th*  individual,  for  himfelf, 

Applies  to  riot,  fame  or  pelf: 

Jn  fpite  of  all  the  wife  can  fay, 

We  feek  our  blifs  a  fep'rate  way ; 

Juft  as  the  prefent  maggots  bite, 

Take  our  own  meafures  for  the  right ; 

Or,  having  no  peculiar  whim, 

Along  the  tide  of  cuftom  fwim. 

Mean-while,  tho  all  of  blifs  difpute, 

None  leave  their  darling  fubftitutc. 

"  How  Ihort  of  happinefs  is  gold  !" 

The  mifer  cries  ;  yet  keeps  his  hold. 

"  In  women,"  fighs  the  batter'd  rake, 

"  What  folid  comfort  can  we  take  !" 

"  Ah  !  what  in  wine  ?"  Silenus  afks. 

Yet,  cart  the  whore ;  go,  (lave  the  cafks.—— 

"  How  fhall  the  fons  of  Comus  live, 

."  If  wine  nor  women  life  will  give !" 

Thus  public  happinefs  our  care 

But  for  our  own  peculiar  ihare  ; 

While  fons  their  father's  hopes  traduce ; 

And  here  even  patriotifm's  abufe.     . 

However 
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However  then  the  fpecious  face 
Of  wit  may  countenance  the  cafe, 
Blifs  inconfiftently  we  call 
The  happinefs  of  one  and  all. 
Nor  is  it  yet  precifely  meant 
By  good,  eafe,  pleafure  or  content. 
Good  might  we  varioufly  explain. 
Eafe  is  deliv'rance  but  from  pain. 
Pleafure  is  aftual  joy  confefs'd  ; 
And  mere  content  but  patient  reft  ; 
A  neutral  ftate,  at  beft  and  word, 
But  negatively  bleft  or  curft : 
That  which  our  happinefs  we  call, 
Tho  that  nor  this,  the  fum  of  all.      •  .*»q 
The  word's  plain  meaning's  plainly  this, 
Some  conltant  ftate  of  aftual  blifs  ; 
No  matter  whether  in  degree 
Alike  beftow'd  on  you  or  me  : 
Enough,  if,  void  of  fear  or  pain, 
No  motive  lead  us  to  complain  : 
Enough,  -whate'er  the  mode  of  joy, 
If  fuch  that  it  can  never  cloy. 

Look  round  the  world,  and  tell  me  true. 
Where  is  fuch  happinefs  in  view  ? 
From  monarchs  fled,  as  fings  the  bard, 
liis  patron's  virtue  to  reward, 
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Tell  me,  in  truth,  was  St.  John  bleft  ? 
Or  did  the  bitter  bard  but  jeft  ; 
Dipping  his  pen  in  worfe  than  gall, 
An  outed  ftatefman  blefs'd  to  call? 
With  equal  truth  the  Mufe  might  paint 
My  lord  of  Bolingbroke  a  faint ; 
Run  riot  o'er  his  dubious  fame, 
And  dub  him  with  a  patriot's  name : 
So  worthy  of  his  country's  praife  ! 
So  meek  !  fo  holy  all  his  ways ! 

Nor,  tho  to  him,  to  him  alone 
A  ftate  of  perfecl:  blifs  unknown : 
Of  each  complexion,  age,  degree, 
Mankind  as  far  remov'd  as  he. 
Go,  afk,  my  friend,  from  door  to  door, 
The  high,  the  low,  the  rich,  the  poor  ; 
In  court,  or  cot,  if  here,  or  there, 
Refides  the  mortal  free  from  care. 
You  afk  in  vain,  for  joy  and  ftrife 
Diverfify  all  ftates  of  life. 

To  wield  the  fcythe  with  fweaty  brow, 
With  wearied  arm  to  guide  the  plough, 
To  fow  in  hope,  to  reap  in  joy, 
Thine,  Labour  !  is  the  fweet  employ. 
KA  life  of  refl  with  pain  t'endure, 
To  feek  in  health  difeafe's  cure, 

To 
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To  eat  the  grape,  unprun'd  the  vine, 
Laborious  Idlenefs  !  is  thine. 
Yet  idlenefs  of  care  complains 
And  labour  quarrels  with  its  pains. 

Nor  only  found,  or  made,  diftrefs ; 
Becaufe  externals  fail  to  blefs ; 
Lodg'd  in  ourfelves  the  tafte,  and  will, 
That  make  externals  good  or  ill  ; 
No  earthly  bleffing,  hence,  we  find 
An  equal  good  to  all  mankind. 

Belmore,  the  fober'ft  thing  on  earth, 
Dreads  the  broad  laugh,  and  roar  of  mirth  ; 
While  Clerrio,  with  a  length  of  chin, 
Protra&ed  by  perpetual  grin, 
Tho*  Socrates  himfelf  pafs  by, 
Muft  laugh  in  ridicule  or  die. 

How  elegant,  how  high  refin'd 
The  palate  of  Cardella's  mind ! 
How  low,  how  vulgar  Cotta's  foul, 
That  feels  no  rapture  in  a  vole  ! 

See  thoufands,  as  in  love  with  ftrifc, 
Purfue  it,  fretting,  all  their  life  ; 
And  darken  with  the  clouds  of  fpleen, 
The  iky  of  providence  ferene : 

Wretched 
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Wretched  to  find  another  eas'd, 

And  moft  unhappy  when  they're  pleas'd. 

How  ftrange  !  while  fome,  with  patient  toil, 

Raife  comfort  on  a  barren  foil, 

Or  pleafure  (hike,  by  native  dint, 

From  cruel  Fortune's  hardeft  flint ; 

The  patriarch  like,  whofe  rod,  we're  told, 

Earth's  ftubborn  fetters  burft,  of  old  ; 

When  gufh'd  the  ftream  from  Horeb's  rock, 

To  water  IfraePs  thirfty  flock. 

Hence,  not  on  earth  a  bleffing  fent 
Gives  univerfally  content: 
For,  while  fo  varied  is  our  tafte, 
Manna  itfelf  were  Ihow'r'd  to  wafte. 
Withreafon,  therefore,  we  profefs 
God  meant  not  here  our  happmefs  : 
Elfe  in  the  various  bleflings  given 
^Sure  various  minds  might  find  their  heaven. 
But  know,  as  different  we  find 
Each  individual's  turn  of  mind, 
As  little  with  ourfelves  we  fee 
Ourfelves,  at  various  times,  agree. 
So  oft  our  views,  our  tempers,  change, 
As  through  life's  varied  fcenes  we  range, 
At  times,  fo  different  from  himfelf, 
The  prodigal  will  hoard  his  pelf  > 

- 
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Spend  greedily  the  night  at  play, 
To  throw  next  morn  his  gains  away. 
At  times  e"v'n  mifers  rob  their  flore, 
And  give  their  fixpence  to  the  poor. 
At  times  ev'n  trembling  cowards  fight, 
And,  deip'rate,  put  the  bold  to  flight : 
While,  fick  of  fighting  and  of  fame, 
The  brave  as  belgic  lions  tame. 
How  oft,  my  friend,  in  private  life, 
We  love  the  maid  we  hate  a  wife  ! 
How  oft  the  fcene  that  gives'delight 
At  morn,  offends  the  eye  at  night ! 
'Tis  not  the  want  of  that  or  this ; 
Poffeffion  is  the  bane  of  blifs : 
•And  hence  of  happinefs  we  fee 
On  earth  th'  impoffibility. 

Yet,  with  an  interefted  view. 
Doth  ftill  Lorenzo  truth  purfue  ? 
Doft  thou  fuppofe  th'  enlighten'd  mind 
Jn  truth's  refearches  blifs  may  find  ? 
That  fcience  fancy  may  reftrain, 
And  fix  that  weather-cock  the  brain  ? 
Alas,  deceive  thy  felf  no  more  ; 
But  give  thy  vain  pretenfions  o'er. 
For,  as  a  world  of  fruitlefs  coft 
In  vain  inquiries  hath  been  loft  ; 
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.  A  world  of  labour  fpent  t'  attain 
That  knowledge  man  may  never  gain : 
So  millions  all  their  lives  have  fpent, 
Searching  for  blifs  in  difcontent : 
For  blifs,  which  but  a  little  thought 
Had  told  them  never  could  be  taught. 
Yet  ftill  they  afk  ;  yet  Hill  they  run 
A  race  that  never  can  be  won. 
Thus  fought,  of  yore,  projecting  fools 
The  fummum  bonom  of  the  fchools  ; 
And  wifer  heads  than  thofe  of  old 
The  ftone  converting  all  to  gold ; 
Or  vain  adepts,  much  wifer  ftill, 
To  wreft  from  nature's  hand,  at  will, 
Promethean  theft,  celefUal  fire  ; 
To  animate  their  wood  and  wire  : 
Madmen,  that  not  Monro  could  cure 
Of  circles  and  their  quadrature, 
Of  thinking  drunken  nature  reels, 
Like  a  flung  coach,  on  fprings  and  wheels ! 

• 

Doll  thou,  inftrufted  in  thy  youth 
To  place"  confummate  blifs  in  truth, 
Conceive  it  fomewhere  hidden  lies, 
Among  the  learned  and  the  wife ; 
That  hence  our  blifs  or  mifery  flow, 
The  truth  to  know  or  not  to  know  ? 


In 


64  POEMS. 

In  vain  the  learn'd,  in  fcience  deep, 
In  fearch  of  blifs,  their  vigils  keep  ; 
In  vain  the  univerfe  explore  ; 
Swift  as  their  fearch,  it  flies  before, 
Through  ev'ry  clime,  on  ev'ry  wind, 
And  leaves  the  panting  wifh  behind. 
O,  tell  me,  what  connection  ties 
So  clofe  the  happy  and  the  wife. 
Did  e'er  the  fage  in  wifdom  find 
The  artlefs  infant's  peace  of  mind  ? 
Proud  knowledge  e'er,  or  boaftful  art, 
Reftore  to  joy  the  broken  heart ? 
Ah  !  what  avails  the  truth  to  know, 
When  truth's  the  frequent  fource  of  woe  j 
While  gilded  fiction's  dazzling  rays 
With  fun-mine  beautify  our  days, 
Or,  mildly  ftied,  its  filver  beams, 
Reflected,  light  our  nightly  dreams ; 
While  pleafure  and  its  laughing  train 
Dance,  by  the  moon-mine  of  the  brain. 
For  what  is  knowledge,  but  to  know 
How  igjiorant  our  Hate  below  ? 
The  more  we  learn,  the  more  to  find, 
Beyond  our  learning,  ftill  behind  ; 
Our  fruitlefs  wimes  to  increafe, 
Whene'er  our  mental  profpects  ceafe  ? 
So  far  from  happinefs,  my  friend, 
Is  fcience,  in  its  means,  and  end. 

Say'ft 
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Sayft  thou  that  blifs  the  world  affeft 
The  fmile  of  God  on  his  eleft; 
Confin'd  to  Abr'am's  faithful  feed, 
And  made  dependent  on  our  creed  ? 
Go,  afk  the  faints,  to  whom  are  given 
The  beft  aflurances  of  heaven, 
The  few  diftinguifh'd  here  on  earth 
As  children  of  a  fpiritual  birth, 
How  gloomy  oft  a  ftate  of  grace  ; 
How  often  hid  their  Maker's  face; 
How  oft,  by  fatan  and  by  fin, 
Sore  buffeted  the  man  within. 
Thefe  all  confefs  beyond  the  fky 
Their  blifsful  heritage  doth  lie. 

Say,  is  repos'd  this  heav'nly  truft 
Within  the  bofom  of  the  juft, 
While  virtue  in  itfelf  you  call 
The  happinefs  of  one  and  all? 
Pretending  ftill,  "  the'  yours  and  mine 
"  No  partial  mode  of  blifs  define; 
"  Yet  that  our  different  taftes  unite 
"  In  meaning  well  and  thinking  right; 
*'  An  univerfal  moral  this, 
"  Conduding  all  mankind  to  blifs !" 
Alas,  what  fophiftry  to  tell 
Of  "  thinking  right,  and  meaning  well,"* 
*  Pope. 

F  Unlefs 
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Unlefs  this  redYitude  of  thought 
With  perfpicuity  be  taught ; 
This  honeft  meaning  plainly  fhovvn  j 
So  oft  admir'd !  fo  little  known  ! 
At  virtue  if  we're  left  to  guefs, 
What  is't  to  fay  'tis  happinefs  ? 
The  way  to  virtue  as  to  blifs ; 
If  dubious  that  as  doubtful  this. 
How  fruitlefs  therefore  but  to  know 
"  Virtue  is  happinefs  below  I" 

Sayft  thou,  mankind  are  all  agreed 
That  happinefs  is  virtue's  meed  ? 
The  fervicc  of  the  work  inquire, 
And  by  the  labour  rate  the  hire. 
Now  virtue  fome  to  fa6l  confine, 
While  others  place  it  in  defign. 
Some  bleil  but  for  the  good  they  do, 
Others  for  all  they  have  in  view. 
But,  if  by  virtue's  underflood 
The  mere  intent  of  doing  good, 
Thofe  fully  virtuous  may  be  held, 
Who  ne'er  one  lawlefs  paflion  quell'd  ; 
Whom  ne'er  temptation  led  altray, 
Beyond  the  tenour  of  their  way ; 
A  fober  path  by  ftoicks  trod ; 
Nor  friends  to  man,  nor  foes  to  God. 
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Confiftent  with  a  ftate  of  reft, 

If  virtue's  centred  in  the  breaft, 

As  happy  thofe  may  furely  live 

Who  nothing  give  nor  have  to  give, 

As  thofe  who  taile,  in  ev'ry  fenfe, 

Th'  exertions  of  benevolence. 

Some  feeming  difference  yet  we  find, 

What  pangs  affeft  the  tender  mind? 

What  exquifite  fenfations  rife, 

To  hear  the  orphan's  piteous  cries ; 

To  feel  the  widow's  piercing  woe; 

When  no  relief  we  can  beftow? 

Doth  virtue  here  rejoice  the  heart 

As  when  the  gen'rous  eafe  impart, 

When  pureft  tranfports  warm  the  breaft, 

That  glows  to  fuccour  the  diftrefs'd  ? 

And  yet,  my  friend,  'twere  wond'rous  hard, 

If  blifs  the  virtuous  rich  reward, 

In  poverty  that  virtue's  zeal 

Should  double  all  the  pangs  we  feel ; 

Each  gen'rous  figh,  each  focial  tear, 

But  render  want  the  more  fevere. 

To  virtue,  therefore,  if  the  deed 
Our  beft  defigns  muft  yet  fucceed, 
Granting  that  happy  ev'ry  mind 
In  fuch  proportion  as  its  kind, 

F  2  Here 
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Here  in  externals  do  we  place 

The  happinefs  of  human  race ; 

Enabled  to  relieve  diftrefs 

As  wealth,  or  pow'r,  ourfelves  poflefs ; 

For  blifs  capacitated  more 

As  bleft  with  fortune's  w«rldly  ftore. 

Fix'd,  by  this  fcheme,  the  blifsful  ilate, 

Exclufive,  to  the  rich  and  great; 

The  virtuous  poor,  but  innocent, 

Claiming  at  th>  utmoft,  bare  content. 

Befides,  if  individuals  bleft 

As  fharers  only  with  the  reft, 

True  happinefs  with  thee  to  call 

Not  merely  that  of  one  but  all, 

What  is  inactive  virtue's  ufe  ? 

Can  it  to  focial  good  conduce  ? 

Can  it,  thus  fruitlefs  and  confin'd, 

Ee  call'd  a  bleffing  to  mankind? 

Jf  then  we  judge  fo  much  amifs 

Of  virtue,  and  of  virtuous  blifs, 

Jf  faith,  tho  crown'd  with  alms  and  pray'rs, 

Hath  all  its  pangs,  hath  all  its  cares, 

While  ev'n  from  knowledge  profpe&s  rife, 

That  makes  us  miferably  wife, 

His  perfeft  happinefs  to  reach, 

No  morals  mortal  man  can  teach; 

Still  HeavVs  beft  vot'ries  muft  confefs 

No  bleffings  here  compleatly  blefs: 

A  com- 
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A  compound  ftrange  of  blifs  and  woe 
Man's  variable  ftate  below  : 
Some  abfent  ibmething  ours  to  crave, 
Ev'n  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave ! 

How  idly,  then,  employ'd  the  mind 
In  fearch  of  that  we  cannot  find. 
For  human  blifs  ftands  never  flill ; 
Our  good  infep'rable  from  ill ; 
Whilft  all  of  pain  and  pleafure  mare, 
Their  hour  of  joy,  their  hour  of  care, 
Adapted  to  each  fev'ral  ftate  ; 
Fix'd  and  determinate  as  fate. 
The  world  my  friend,  an  ample  field. 
Of  fuch  examples  (lore  doth  yield. 
How  throbs  the  infant's  little  breaft, 
Beneath  a  load  of  care  oppreis'd  ; 
The  care  that  iffues  with  a  figh ; 
The  tear  yet  Handing  in  the  eye ; 
Or,  caught  in  laughter's  dimple  fleck, 
Dry'd  up  in  ftealing  down  the  cheek  t 
See  next,  among  the  fachel'd  crowd, 
Bold  as  a  hero  and  as  proud, 
The  little  tyrant  of  his  clafs'; 
How  happy  till  condemn'd  to  parle, 
Or  fob  beneath  the  weightier  curie 
Of  fcanning  Lilly's  crabbed  verfe  ! 


F  3  In 
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In  youth  how  glows  the  vital  fire 

'Tween  expectation  and  defire; 

Our  fanguine  hopes  our  aukward  fears, 

All  fuiting  unexperienc'd  years. 

Still  riper  joys  do  manhood  blefs, 

When  full-blown  fortune  we  poffefs, 

We  riot  on  the  joyous  (lore, 

Till  health  and  ftrength  can  charm  no  more  } 

When  difappointment  and  chagrin 

Retaliate  all  our  joys  with  fpleen. 

Proportion'd  next  to  wafted  age 

Infipid  joys  and  peevifti  rage, 

Tho  dim  th'  exhaufted  paflions  burn, 

Take,  to  our  lateft  gafp,  their  turn. 

Thus  relative,  my  friend,  we  find 

The  pains  and  pleafures  of  mankind; 

Adapted  all,  in  due  degree, 

To  human  fenfibility. 

For  fee,  no  more  alive  to  fmart 

Than  dead  to  joy  the  hard-of-heart : 

As  far  from  rapture  as  defpair 

The  fretful  family  of  care. 

Not  ficknefs,  pain,  nor  death  itfelf 

Avarus  dreads  like  lofs  of  pelf: 

While  Laviih  offers  an  eftate 

To  ftaunch  a  cut,  ere  yet  too  late, 

Difpel  the  head-ach,  or  remove 

Th'  effe&s  of  his  intemp'rate  love. 

4  Was 
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Was  ever  yet  the  child  of  mirth 
Intenfely  bleft,  or  curft,  on  earth  ? 
Ah  no  !  how  lightly  feel  a  pain 
The  light-of-heart,  or  light-of-brain ! 
The  man,  fo  happy  as  to  think, 
Life's  bitter  potions  born  to  drink  ! 

Behold  the  foolifh,  weak  and  blind 
The  fprightlieft,  merrieft  of  mankind; 
While  fuffers  oft  fuperiour  fenfe, 
Ev'n  from  its  own  pre-eminence ; 
Thofe  follies  that  the  wife  annoy 
The  deftitute-of-wifdom's  joy. 
The  blockhead  naturally  free 
From  cares  thy  knowledge  brings  on  thee, 
While  Heav'n  you  daily  toil  to  feek, 
Poor  Ralpho  works  but  once  a  week: 
When,  left  his  plough  and  worldly  cares, 
He  plies  his  Sunday's  taflc.  at  pray'rs. 
Nor  puzzled  he  in  truth's  refearch, 
Laid  all  his  burthen  on  the  church ; 
The  friendly  church,  by  Heav'n  delign'd 
To  help  the  weak,  to  lead  the  blind, 
To  check  the  ram,  to  warm  the  cold, 
T'engage  the  young,  t'amufe  the  old, 
Th*  unthinking  from  themfelves  to  fave, 
And  bring  them  calmly  to  the  grave. 
Bleft  ignorance !  from  care  fo  free, 
Hath  it,  Lorenzo,  charms  for  thee  ? 

F  4  Would'il 
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Wouldft  thou  to  fcience,  empty  name       yw$h  *tii 

If  void  of  blifs  refign  thy  claim  ?  t  aril- 

Be  like  the  afs,  that  plodding  goes,  .  ;,-rr  d: 

Nor  looks  beyond  his  bridled  nofe  ? 

For  me—  ^O,  rather  fhould  I  aflt  -    ^:~.    .-&  .a94w 

Life's  moil  laborious,  abject  taflcj^.  i  y 

Would  ev'n  the  meaneft  lot  fuftain  ; 

Bear  ev'ry  tolerable  pain^  ,   )<r,  ,>;  s 

To  emp'iicks  would  intruft  my  cure  ;  .  ,   •  :-,- 

Ev'n  to  be  pitied  might  endure  :  ^//n 

Nay,  plague  me,  Heav'n,  in  ev'ry  fenfe, 

Ere  take  my  (hare  of  reafon  hence  ; 

Of  fcience  ere  my  foul  deprive, 

My  little  portion,  whilft  alive. 


Yet  doft  thou  ignorance  defpife?       ., 
The  joys  of  knowledge  hence  ariie. 
So  ftrange  fo  little  underftood 
The  varied  fource  of  mortals'  good  ! 
To  Heav'n  my  grateful  vows  be  paid 
That  man  in  human  frailty's  made  ; 
That  grief  and  ignorance  my  lot  -9 
Jn  joy  and  fcienpe  fmce  forgot  ; 
Or  bcft  Temember'd  in  the  tafte 
They  give  improvement's  rich  repaft. 
O  fay,  induftrious  querift,  fay, 
What  raptures  court  you  on  the  way  j 


What 
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What  views  delight,  from  time  to  time, 

As  the  fteep  hills  of  art  you  climb. 

Such  tranfports  ne'er  had  fir'd  my  breaft, 

If  born  of  fciences  poffefs'd, 

As  when,  by  want  of  knowledge  fir'd, 

To  nature's  lore  I  late  afpir'd ; 

By  flow  degrees  enlighten'd  grew, 

Her  volume  op'ning  to  my  view ; 

To  the  weak  mind  as  knowledge  given  ; 

Knowledge,  that  wings  the  foul  for  Heaven. 

Lorenzo,  is  this  doftrine  ftrange  ? 
Seeft  thou  not,  while  the  feafons  change, 
How  much,  as  each  in  contraft  felt, 
We  freeze  with  cold,  by  heat  we  melt. 
Thus  exquifite  our  .fenfe  of  woe 
As  more  refin'd  our  pleafures  grow: 
Pleafure  and  pain,  as  light  and  ihade, 
By  one  the  other  flill  difplay'd. 
Didli  never  want  ?  to  thee  denied 
The  blifs  of  being  fatisfied  ; 
In  conftant  fnlnefs  but  enjoy'd 
Th'  iniipid  good  of  which  we're  cloy'd. 
Say,  plenty  gives  thee  bread  more  white  5 
Jt  blunts  the  edge  of  appetite ; 
Or,  giving  wine,  malignly  firft 
Robs  thee,  diflafteful,  of  thy  thirft. 
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How  funk,  and  terrible,  to  thee 
The  hollow  eye  of  poverty  ! 
While  Villius  meets  her  with  a  fmile, 
And  lings,  or  whittles  all  the  while. 
Tho  worn  his  hands,  perplex'd  his  head, 
He  relifhes  the  fweets  of  br^ad  ; 
Nay  patient  fees,  in  want  itfelf, 
His  cruftlefs  cupboard's  vacant  fhelf : 
Full  many  a  time,  in  pleafant  rue, 
Dancing  for  joy  without  a  ihoe. 

Is  Fortunatus  rich  and  gay  ? 
Curft  with  the  modifti  itch  of  play, 
Bubbl'd  at  White's,  thro  luft  of  gain, 
Or  jockey'd  round  New-Market  plain, 
See  with  his  barb  his  manors  fly ; 
His  leafeholds  totter  with  the  die  ; 
Braving  the  ilorm  of  many  a  caft, 
His  oaks  a  bet  malignant  blaft; 
His  card-built  villas,  one  and  all, 
Like  infant  architecture,  fall. 

From  fharpers,  creditors  and  duns, 
Not  half  the  perils  Villius  runs ; 
Whom  all  the  world  to  truft  refufe ; 
Who  nothing  owns  he  dreads  to  lofe. 

. 

Ah 


POEMS.  75 

Ah  me  !  what  threatening  danger's  nigh  ? 
Why  fwells  the  tear  in  Delia's  eye  ? 
Eclips'd  the  faireft  of  the  fair 
By  fad  misfortune's  drooping  air ; 
Delia  on  whom  kind  nature  fmil'd, 
Ev'n  at  the  birth  her  fav'rite  child, 
When,  all  the  graces  to  combine, 
She  cloath'd  them  in  one  form  divine ; 
Beftowing  grandeur,  wit  and  wealth, 
And  fortune's  belt  of  bounties,  health : 
Nay,  adding,  in  her  gen'rous  fit, 
Good-nature  even  to  her  wit. 
With  all  thefe  bleffings  yet  unbleft, 
Ah,  tell  me,  fair  one,  why  diftrefs'd. 
Alas!  alas!  the  belle's  reply 
«  Of  Brilliante's  birty-day  fuit  I  die.' 

You  fmile  at  mifery  like  this  : 
Match  it  with  Delia's  fenfe  of  blifs. 
In  rapture  ever,  with  the  gay, 
To  mine  at  concert,  ball  or  play  ; 
Her  greateft  happinefs  to  boaft 
Her  name  the  fopling's  reigning  toaft ; 
The  all  in  life  her  wi(h  regards 
Summ'd  up  in  fafhions,  routs  and  cards. 
Ah,  then,  how  pow'rful  to  dittrefs 
Th*  important  article  of  drefs ! 
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So  deeply  Tome  may  cares  affeft, 
Thofe  trifling  cares  that  you  neglect  ; 
Half  the  folicitude  we  fee;  ' 
Ridiculous  to  you  and  me  ? 
Others  there  are  as  lightly  hold 
Dangers,  at  which  our  blood  runs  cold; 
Lo  where,  beneath  th*  impending  cliff, 
The  Norway  fowler  moors  his'  Ikiff ; 
Or,  defp'i  ate,  fifty  fathoms  high 
Sn{pended,  feems  himfelf  to  fly  ; 
While  thus,  from  rock  to  rock,  he  fwings; 
And,  blythe,  his  fummer*s  ditty  fings  : 
As  blythe  the  fca-boy  furls  the  fail, 
Regardlefs  of  the  bluft'ring  gale; 
Nor  winds,  nor  waves,  difturb  his  fleep, 
Amid  the  horrours  of  the  deep. 

The  cordial  draught,  the  downy  bed 
Had  ne'er  reviv'd  the  drooping  head, 
Had  ficknefs  pale,  and  fainting  grief 
Ne'er  wiih'd  for  wearied  nerves  relief. 

See  Belmont  on  the  fofa  laid  ; 
What  racking  pains  his  limbs  invade ! 
Take  half  his  gout,  the  refpire  given 
He  calls  a  blifsful  tafte  of  heaven. 
Give  but  a  youth,  difperfing  wealth, 
Who  riots  on  the  bloom  of  health, 

That 
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That  blifsful  part,  which  yet  remains ; 
And  his  a  mortal's  bkter'ft  pains. 
Pains  which  no  aggravation  know ! 
Yet,  fo  comparative  our  woe, 
Inflict  them  when  Cleora's  kifs, 
Kind  earneft  of  approaching  blifs, 
Hath  rais'd  the  glowicg  lover's  fire 
To  flaming  raptures  of  de/ire  ; 
Lo,  difappointment  joins  the  curfe, 
And  turns  this  worft  affliction  worfe. 

Correct  ideas  let  us  gain. 

Our  fenfe  of  joy  we  owe  to  pain  ; 

60  firange  a  paradox  is  this  ! 

And  mis'ry  to  our  fenfe  of  blifs ; 

While,  fuch  our  varying  ftate  below, 

Ev'n  joy  degen'rates  into  woe ; 

And  pains,  in  fufFerance,  by  degrees, 

On  their  own  pangs  engender  eafe  ; 

Their  antidote,  like  poifon,  bring, 

T'expel  the  poifon  of.  their  Iting. 


. 

' 


The  tenfion  of  th'extended  nerve, 
With  phyfiologifts  may  ferve, 
The  means  of  pleafure  andcf  pain, 
The  feeming  paradox  t'explain, 
As  fining  the  harp  with  trembling  wire, 
brac'd  with  nerves  the  human  lyre, 

While 


78  POEMS. 

While  fuch  in  tune,  thefe  fages  fay, 
The  Trailing  hours  in  concert  play  : 
But  if,  in  change,  too  lax  or  tenfe, 
Health  ftrikes  no  more  the  keys  of  fenfe  : 
But,  tremblingly  alive  all  o'er, 
The  tortur'd  firings  in  difcord  roar : 
While  ficknefs,  with  her  harpy  claws, 
Stranger  to  each  harmonious  paufe, 
Labours,  benumb'd,  the  jarring  ftrain, 
That  ftuns  our  ear  with  deaf'ning  pain. 
Nor  yet  can  health  too  oft  repeat 
Its  mufick,  howfoever  fweet  j 
While,  by  degrees,  lo,  ev'ry  firing, 
Depriv'd  of  its  elaftic  fpring, 
In  gen'ral  laffitude,  full  foon 
The  whole  machine  grows  out  of  tune. 
Should,  alfo,  paflion,  fenfe  or  art 
Wind  up  too  high  the  nervous  part, 
With  noifethe  notes  tumultuous  tire; 
Or  breaking  firings  unman  the  lyre. 
Of  pain  or  pleafure  on  our  frame 
Th'  effects,  hence,  frequently  the  fame. 
Thus,  full  of  gladnefs  or  of  grief, 
In  tears  we  find  the  fame  relief; 
Alike  the  feeble  nerve  deftroy 
Exquifite  pain,  extatic  joy. 
The  bandit,  ftretch'd  upon  the  wheel, 
Th'  extreme  of  torture  ne'er  can  feel ; 

But, 
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But,  cruelty  difarming,  lies 

Or  dead  to  fenfe,  or  really  dies. 

So,  rapture  never  meant  to  blefs, 

E'vn  joy  grows  pain  when  in  excefs. 

Indulg'd  to  ^print  the  burning  kifs 

On  Chloe's  lips,  how  fierce  the  blifa ! 

How  keen  the  torture  of  her  charms,  i  -foil  si 

Carefs'd,  to  pant  within  her  arms, 

Melting  in  fulnefs  of  defire, 

Stretch'd  on  the  rack  of  blifs,  t'expirc ! 

H  n£t>  33  v 

Thus  conftitutional,  below, 
'Is  all  our  blifs,  is  all  our  woe ; 
Each  holding,  intimately  join'd, 
Alternate  empire  o'er  the  mind. 
Like  Perlian  monarchs,  hardly  known 
Ere  tumbled  headlong  from  the  throne, 
Precarious  and  as  fhort  its  fway 
Depos'd  and  fceptred  in  a  day, 
Pleafure  begins  its  fickle  reign, 
And  tyrannizes  into  pain ; 
When,  as  to  cruel  pain  we  bow, 
Its  rod  grows  light  we  know  not  how. 

r  aw  aieaj  nl 

Ah,  cruel  blow  to  human  pride ! 
Is  pain  and  pleafure  thus  allied, 
That  all  the  fweets  of  life  grow  four 
Within  the  tranfitory  hour ! 

Com- 
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Complains  Lorenzo  ?  darts  behind 
No  ray  of  comfort  on  his  mind  ? 
If  thus  with  varied  joy  and  ftrife 
Diverfified  all  ftates  of  life;-*  *  ' 
If  human  being  cannot  know 
A  conftant  ftate  of  blifs  and  woe ; 
Worn  by  (harp  mis'ry  to  the  bones, 
While  grief  with  intermiflion  groans, 
And  meagre  want,  half  fed,  the  while, 
Grins  forth  her-grateful,  ghaftly  fmile; 
Tho  vain  our  hopes  of  blifs,  as  vain 
Our  fears  of  unremitting  pain  ; 
Abfurd  the  mifchief-making  care 
That  leads  us  blindly  to  defpair. 


H0<ry< 

.',;     * 


* 

•Ull>    rvfrfj 
WfjJul*  >  Wi  ,'» ' 

>  !'   ^ 

fl 

r»>M»^n  f 

t 


SIMKItt, 


POEMS.  Si 

S    I    M    K    I    N, 

A      FAIRY      TALE. 

WRITTEN       AT       SCHOOL. 

. crinem 

Irroravit  aquis •-, 

Et  neque  jam  color  eft  mifto  candore  rubori.     Ovid. 

J  N  days  of  yore,  when  elves  were  feen, 
By  moon-light  dancing  on  the  green, 
Leading  in  myftic  fteps  their  train, 
O'er  marfhy  mead  or  flow'ry  plain ; 
A  maiden  with  her  milking  pail, 
Trip'd  morn  and  eve  acrofs  the  vale  ; 
Patty,  the  fvveeteft  tempered  lafs 
That  e'er  beat  dew-drop  from  the  grafs : 
But  nature,  half  unkind,  had  fhed 
Jll-natur'd  influence  on  her  head ; 
For  oh !  the  caufe  of  many  a  care !       , 
Deep-tinted  red  the  virgin's  hair. 
For  filler  nymphs  Ihe  liv'd  a  jeft, 
And  ne'er  was  kifs'd  among  the  reft. 


Now 


Sz  POEMS. 

Now  fo  it  chanc'd  that  by  the  mead 

Where  Patty's  cows  were  us'd  to  feed,       u  u  nirfj 

There  flood  a  mount,  on  verdant  ground,    Ji;ri3  asliil 

With  daifies  ftrew'd,  and  violets  crown'd  j         n  ariT 

Round  which  had  many  a  tim'rous  fwain,          mil  A 

Seen  fairies  fporting  on  the  plain  : 

For  under,  as  the  ftory's  told, 

They  dwelt  in  palaces  of  gold  ; 

Safe  in  the  bofom  of  the  hill, 

Where  they  convey'd  thwnfelves  at  will ;          '  vsiT 

Or,  when  they  pleas'd  from  thence  could  rife, 

Invifible  to  mortal  eyes. 

By  thefe  the  nymph  was  often  feen, 

With  clear-ftarch'd  coif  fo  neat  and  clean, 

Devoid  of  all  that  negligence, 

That  give  the  fairies  juft  ©fience; 

Who  trace  the  houfe  with  critic  eye, 

Nor  pafs  an  unwafh'd  trencher  by ; 

But  pinch  fevere  the  carelefs  maid, 

For  room  unfwept,  or  fpoon  miflaid. 

They  view  in  pity  Patty's  hair, 

And  take  the  virgin  to  tkeir  care. 

Now  as  at  dufky  eve  the  maid 
Sat  milking  Mully  in  tfce  ihade, 
Simkin,  a  fprite  of  neither  fex, 
That  us'd  old  peevifh  maids  to  vex 
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In  flowing  azure  loofely  dreft, 

A  thin  tranfparent  gauze  its  veft ; 

Like  that  which  now  to  us  convey'd,         -ooft  sreilT 

The  modern  females  term  a  made ;      '%  *&u 

Aftride  a  vapour  dancing  came ; 

A  Will  o'th*  Wifp  its  mortal  name.  "«**  «' 

The  fame  which  boys  fo  often  ken, 

From  diftant  lake  or  foggy  fen  ; 

A  cloud  of  light  that  leads  ailray 

Travelers,  benighted  on  their  way* 

.-•».r  siO 

Thus  over  hill  and  dale,  the  maid 
The  well-defigning  Simkin  led  ; 
'Till  twelve  a  clock,  a  folemn  found, 
Rung,  from  a  neighbouring  village,  roundfc>  bjov 
What  time  the  nimble  fairies  tread 
The  maiden  daifies  of  the  mead, 
Which  fcarcely  bend  beneath  their  weight, 
So  lightly  trip  their  nimble  feet. 

How  bleft  the  plain !  thrice  fertile  foil, 

On  which  the  fairies  deign  to  fmile ! 

No  barren  fpot  can  here  be  found, 

No  weed  nor  thiftle  curfe  the  ground ; 

Nor  here  is  heard  the  fcreeeh-owl's  note,  '«  JfiB 

Nor  omen  from  the  raven's  throat ; 

But  thrum  and  black-bird  fweetly  fing, 

And  the  glad  cuckoo  hails  the  fpring. 

G  2  Here 
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Here  too,  the  fcented  fweet-briar  grows, 
The  woodbine  wild,  and  wild  the  rofe ; 
The  king-cup  fmiles  with  brighter  bloomj 
And  violets  breathe  more  fweet  perfume. 
To  fuch  a  fpot,  enchanted  mead ! 
The  fprightly  elve  doth  Patty  lead, 
Now  from  his  bounding  fteed  alights, 
And  mixes  'mong  his  fellow  fprights  ; 
His  bounding  fteed  no  more  his  care, 
Direftly  vanifh'd  into  air. 


ij  bn/k 
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Now,  gentle  Patty,  in  furprize, 
Around  her  turns  her  wand'ring  eyes. 
Here  fome  foe  faw,  with  mighty  care, 
New  moulding  fancies  for  the  fair ; 
Here  rofe  a  head,  and  there  was  feen. 
Improvements  on  a  capuchin ; 
(For  all  the  milliner  imparts 
Is  the  refult  of  fairy  arts.) 
Here  ftood  a  crowd  in  warm  difpute, 
About  to  form  a  birth-day  fuit ; 
And  there  in  confultation  fat 
As  many,  modelling  a  hat ; 
Faft  by,  infpir'd  by  female  love, 
The  fprending  petticoat  t'  improve, 
They  met,  and  in  debate  were  high, 
Or  is  ?  —  or  Is  it  not — a  fly  ? 


Othei 
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Others,  to  greater  deeds  inclin'd, 
Were  drawing  morals  for  the  mind ; 
And  lo  !  to  this  important  end, 
The  fairy  hiftories  are  penn'd, 
The  fprites,  to  all  invention  new, 
Their  flender  fingers  dip  in  dew, 
And  fill  with  deeds  unknown  before, 
Their  tomes,  the  leaves  of  fycamore. 
Hence  are  the  lov'd  of  fairies  taught, 
And  bleft  with  ev'ry  brilliant  thought ; 
Who  here  perufe  at  early  dawn, 
Th*  impreflions  on  the  dewy  lawn, 
Ere  yet  an  inaufpicious  wind, 
Leaves  not  a  fingle  tome  behind, 
Or  the  refulgent  fun  exhales, 
On  one  bright  beam  a  thoufand  tales ! 
From  hence  each  intellectual  vapour, 
They  fcrawl  on  mortal  ink  and  paper. 
So  wretches,  vulgar  things  their  care, 
For  mumrooms  at  the  morn  repair, 
Ere  yet  th*  expanding  warmth  of  day, 
Dries  their  contracted  fweets  away. 

A  number  more,  at  different  toil, 
Patty  with  terror  view'd  a-while  ; 
When  now  a  train  approach'd  the  maid, 
With  fprightly  Simkin  at  their  head; 
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Who,  fmiling,  tript  before  the  reft, 
And  thus  the  trembling  fair  addreft  : 

mfittL  Ott  WOIT  -     ;  /!  ail8 

Fear  not,  fweeteft  maid,  but  fee 
What  the  gift  we  bring  to  thee. 
This  the  queen  of  fairiei  fent, 
In  a  phial  nicely  pent, 
Drops,  by  moon-ey'd  elves  diftilPd 
From  the  wild  buds  of  the  field  ; 
Mix'd  with  liquids  nicely  caught; 
Which  in  acorn  cups  are  brought ; 
FilPd  before  the  peep  of  morn, 
From  the  prickly  point  of  thorn, 
Or  the  furz-bufh  in  the  dell, 
Or  the  yellow  cowflip  bell, 
(Suck'd  from  thence  with  /lender  pipe) 
Or  the  hip,  at  chriftmas  ripe ; 
Join'd  with  thefe,  a  chemic  rare, 
Earth  extract  from  pureft  air. 
Nymph,  with  this  bedew  thine  head, 
No  more  fhall  glow  thy  locks  with  red, 
Of  lovely  brown  fliall  be  thy  hair, 
And  thou  the  brightefl  of  the  fair. 

This  faid,  the  ken  of  rifing  day, 
Summon'd  each  fpright  in  halte  away. 
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Now  Patty  to  the  phial  flies, 
And  ftrait  the  remedy  applies. 
She  fighs,  neglefted,  now  no  more, 
The  fwains  admire  that  jeer'd  before ; 
The  nymphs  from  former  pity  turn, 
And  now  with  hate  and  envy  burn. 


G4  ON 
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ON  THE  WEAKNESS  OF  THE  HUMAN 
UNDERSTANDING,  AND  THE  INCGMPRB* 
HENSIBILITY  OF  THE  DEITY,  jfnif  ^H 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  LORENZO. 


there,  Lorenzo,  who  fuppofe 
That  man  can  nature's  God  difclofe  ; 
Their  moral  and  religious  fchemes 
Building  on  theologic  dreams  ? 
Expect  not  thou  a  point  to  hil^  ^n 
Beycnd  the  fight  of  human  wit; 
Nor  ever  think  to  judge  of  ought 
Above  the  reach  of  fober  thought, 
Rul'd  by  no  giant  hopes  or  fears, 
Whofe  ftature  grows  with  length  of  years,        i,nq  MT 
In  fearch  of  truth  be  fure  to  find 
The  labour  fuired  to  the  mind  ; 
With  genius  nature  bearing  part, 

The  ftrift,  yet  gentle,  nurfe  of  art.  n<ii,io»r.          * 

For,  fay  the  voice  of  reafon  true  ; 
Be  ours  a  juft  abftracted  view  ; 
Be  it  the  privilege  of  man, 
To  trace  exactly  nature's  plan  ; 
The  fcale  of  beings  in  his  hands, 
To  know  the  point  at  which  he  fiands, 

iii  ^iTH 
Compar'd 
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Compar'd  with  all  he  boafls  to  know, 

As  well  above  him  as  below  ; 

Yet,  if,  of  human  logick  vain, 

He  link  to  heaven  a  kindred  chain, 

Conclufions  idle  foon  he  draws ; 

And  heav'n  prefcribes  by  human  laws. 

Imagine  thou  in  what  degree 
A  feraph  ftands  'tween  God  and  thee; 
The  neck  how  lowly  doft  thou  bend 
Before  chy  bright  feraphic  friend? 
But  place  thyfelf  a  mite  unfeen 
And  Being  infinite  between  ; 
In  this  comparifon,  fays  pride, 
A  feraph  thou,  to  God  allied. 


UO&  30U 


Thy  pride,  Lorenzo,  difbelieve ; 
Let  Locke  nor  Addifon  deceive; 
For  tho  creation's  varied  plan 
Affigns  degrees  refpefting  man ; 
Yet,  bigot,  know,  and  learn  to  fear, 
God  is  beyond  thy  proper  fphere. 
Created  beings,  all  his  care, 
Doth  he  with  them  creation  mare  ? 
Ah  no!  the  fyftem  all  his  own, 
God,  the  creator,  ftands  alone  ; 
At  equal  diftance  all  his  plan, 
The  mite,  the  feraph,  and  the  man. 


• 
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If  'tis  not  fo,  the  paffive  clay 
Of  yon  corinthian  column  gay, 
That  gilt  entablature  and  bafe, 
Or  marble  of  yon  mining  vafe,.  fl.,v 
Referable  more  the  artift's  mind 
Than  if  to  meaner  ufe  confign'd. 
Abfurd  !  is  Jones's  genius  known 
By  the  great  model  or  the  ftone? 
The  pile,  ereft  to  Trajan's  name, 
Affefted  not  by  empty  fame, 
The  crofs  rever'd,  the  honour'd  buft, 
And  trodden  floor,  arc  kindred  duft  : 
For  all  in  one  degree  refpeft  . *,  . 

Their  fov'reign  lord  the  architect. 
How  juftly  then  foe'er  we  plead 
That  reafon  Nature's  book  doth  read, 
As  by  her  known  eftablifii'd  laws 
Of  each  effeft  we  trace  the  caufe, 
Thofe  laws  themfelves  can  ne'er  confine 
The  legi  dative  power  divine  ; 
Whofe  will  thofe  very  laws  decreed 
And  bad  th'  efFeft  the  caufe  fucceed ; 
Agent,  in  fome  fuperior  fcheme, 
Of  which  in  this  we  can  but  dream. 

Beyond  the  fcience  of  mankind, 
In  nature's  fane  our  God  cnfhrin'd  j 
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Content,  Lorenzo,  let  us  trace 
The  lines  and  fhadow  of  his  face 
In  humble  boldnefs  feek  to  know 

No  more  than  heaven  permits  below. 

JD  ^nom  ^fdrosbJ! 

To  face  the  fun,  to  beat  the  iky, 

Demand  an  eagle's  wing  and  eye. 

Ah!  let  not,  then,  mere  birds  of  night, 

Whofe  wings,  whofe  opticks,  check  their  flight, 

Encourag'd  by  the  morning  ray 

To  rifk  the  fun-mine  of  the  day, 

Their  feeble  powers  too  highly  rate, 

And  rum  abfurdly  on  their  fate  ; 

As  in  the  noon-tide  beams  they  gaze 

Struck  blind  by  heav'ns  meridian  blaze ; 

For  ever  after,  to  their  coft, 

To  grope  in  endlefs  error  loft. 
«3h 

Bear  Atticus  the  critick's  rod; 

Jn  vain  we  then  define  a  God ; 

In  vain  we  attributes  beftow, 

Or  reafon,  here,  from  what  we  know. 

Tho  fcience  teach,  religion  warm, 

What  wild  ideas  ftill  we  form  ? 

Imperfe£l  embrios  of  the  brain, 

That  flrive  to  fcale  the  heav  ns  in  vain  : 

Too  fliort  to  reach  beyond  the  fky 

The  focus  of  the  mental  eye  j 

Too 
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Too  cold  our  molt  tranfporting  zeal 
To  paint  what  heav'ns  and  light  conceal. 

n  ,t>Dn3|H 

Yet  will  the  fkeptick  afk  me  why  ? 
Go,  rife  and  to  the  dog-ilar  fly — , 
Thou  canft  not;  nor  the  caufe  unknown, 
Central  attraftion  holds  thee  down; 
A  pow'r  occult,  which,  ere  thy  birth, 
Fad  bound  thee  to  thy  native  earth  : 
From  which' thou  ne'er  canfl  hope  to  rife 
To  lunar  plains  or  folar  Ikies. 
Nor  lefs  within  its  fphere  confin'd 
The  fubtile  efTence  of  the  mind. 
What  tho'  it  boafts  the  pow'r  to  rove 
In  freedom  through  the  plains  above  ; 
Tho'  wing'd  its  aftive  feet  to  run, 
With  Merc'ry  round  the  central  fun  ; 
Giv'n  it  far  diftant  worlds  t'  explore, 
And  feas  of  fpace  without  a  more  ; 
Yet,  (till,  within  creation's  round, 
Within  our  narrow  fyftem  bound  ; 
Of  what's  above  or  what  without 
We  harbour  univerfal  doubt. 
Say  light  prevails,  no  contrafl  made 
Outlines  the  void  we  would  prevade  : 
Say  darknefs  reigns,  no  chearing  ray 
Pelineates  blind  inquiry's  way. 

Deftin'd 
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Deftin'd  thy  erring  way  to  trace 

Thro'  nature's  wide  and  gloomy  fpace$r1filiw 

Hence,  mortal  man,  muft  ever  be 

Thy  author,  God,  unknown  to  thee. 

»j  bn&  shi 
Let  Ignorance,  then,  her  idol  drefs 

In  juftice,  love,  and  happinefs  ; 

Adorn  with  mercy's  golden  chain, 

With  all  the  virtues  grace  its  train  ;     ^  j,nur 

And  then  adore  in  humble  plight, 

Calling  thofe  fopperies  infinite. 

The  pagan  thus,  defpis'd  as  blind, 

Creates  his  idol  to  his  mind; 

Thinking  his  deity  exprefs'd  , 

By  bird  or  beaft  he  likes  the  belt ;       ,Qldj  mo}... 

Then  bows  before  the  painted  Ihrine; 

And  calls  his  wooden  god  divine.         v  yi'Dialv 

Caft  the  prefumptuous  thought  afide :          ^  3,  .„< 

'Tis  not  humility,  but  pride; 

Unlefs  that  truly  humble  we, 

T'  adore  the  god  Humanity. 

And  fuch  it  is  ;  for  whence  arife 

Our  virtues  but  from  moral  ties  ; 

Whofe  known  relations  thus  define 

That  effence  mortals  call  divine  ? 

' 

Lorenzo,  ready  for  reply, 
Lay  not  thy  prompt  objection  by. 

Thoa 
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Thou  fayft  "  thy  friend  himfelf  deceives,    ?iifl 

"  Nor  God  adores  nor  God  believes :         ?0j  ttsHT 

"  For  tho  the  mind  the  pow'r  defcry,          o  ,ii&  oT 

"  If  left  its  eflence  in  the  £ky, 

"  If  none  imagin'd  or  difplay'd, 

"  To  nothing  adoration's  paid  : 

*'  In  me  no  certain  faith  is  found  ;  .llLAtH 

"  My  deity  an  empty  found.",  A  -,, 

Not  fo  :  for,  granting,  I  confefs, 

Thy  attributes  a  God  exprefs  j  a^lab^o^. 

Thou  fayft  thyfelf  "  flill  undefin'd 

"  The  perfeft,  by  thj  impcrfeft,  mind  ;" 

And  to  thy  attributes  mutt  join  ^yiqu'i  .angb' 

Thy  Infinite  or  thy  Divine. 

As  jugglers,  who,  t'  enhance  deceit,  ,»  .;,,j!nci^ 

To  facred  fcience  give  their  cheat, 

While,  with  the  curtain  full  they  hide 

The  flight  of  hand  too  clofely  ey'd  ; 

So  fly  theologifts  impart 

The  hocus  pocus  of  their  art ; 

Holding  religion's  facred  veil, 

Where  flights  of  underftanding  fail. 

For  know,  alas,  their  wifeft  plan 

Difplays  but  a  fuperionr  man, 

Whom  Infinite  the  conjurer's  rod, 

Prefto,  converts  into  a  god. 

Till,  then,  they  folve  our  problem  right, 

And  tell  us  what  is  infinite, 

They 
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They  ftill  mufl  be  reducM  to  own 
Their  compound  deity  unknown  : 
To  all,  or  reafoning  or  infpir'd, 
This  infinite  a  term  requir'd. 
Differs  Lorenzo,  then,  with  me  ? 
In  terms  alone  we  difagree: 
Perfeaion  infinite  is  thine, 
Indefinite  perfeaion  mine. 

Condemn  not,  then,  half  underftotx?. 
I  not  deny  that  perfea,  good, 
All-gracious,  merciful,  and  wife, 
God  reigns,  fupreme,  beyond  the  fties. 
Neither,  'tis  true,  my  terms  imply; 
But,  granting  none,  I  none  deny : 
Requiring  but  to  acquiefce 
That  thou  thy  Infinite  exprefs. 
Idly  doth  Bolingbroke  refine  ; 
Granting  that  wifdom  K  divine, 
While,  as  abfurdly,  he  denies 
Juftice  and  goodnefs  to  the  ikies. 
Ideas,  equally  our  own, 
Our  goodnefs  as  our  wifdom 's  known ; 
To  both  as  hard  to  reconcile 
Or  nature's  frown  or  nature's  fmile, 
Alas !  no  attributes  of  thine 

Can  e'er  the  Deity  define ; 

i.aA 

ImpofTible 
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Impoffible  to  judge,  or  know, 
Of  God  above  from  man  below  : 
Referv'd  the  profpedl  of  the  flues 
To  gratify  immortal  eyes. 

Lorenzo,  let  us  reafon  right. 
No  finite  fpans  an  infinite; 
Unlefs,  with  Matho,  vers'd  in  arts, 
We  hold  th'  infinity  of  parts. 
But  none  th'  abfurdity  will  plan, 
That  God  can  be  contain'd  in  man  ; 
Tho,  as  abfurdly,  they  fuppofe 
Our  partial  gifts  the  God  difclofe. 

Join'fl  thou  with  Florio  the  difpute, 

T*  enhance  each  moral  attribute  ? 

Pretending  "  thefe,  however  crude, 

"  Divine  perfection  doth  include  ; 

te  As  fpecies  in  a  genus  they, 

"  Or  parts,  which,  join'd,  the  whole  difplay." 

So,  with  the  grandeur  all  t*  infpire 

Of  the  gay  manfion  of  his  fire, 

An  idiot  heir,  his  mother's  fool, 

Taught  his  fynecdoche  at  fchool, 

Conceiv'd  by  part  the  whole  was  mown  ; 

And  took  a  fample  of  the  ftone. 
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Convinc'd,  doth  Polydore,  with  me, 

That  God's  indefinite  agree, 

Yet  argue  "  that  our  partial  view 

"  May  ftill  be  relatively  true  : 

"  For,  if  no  abftrad  light  we  gain, 

"  'Tis  juft  our  beft  to  entertain  ; 

"  Our  God  to  call  that  wond'rous  caufe, 

'*  In  nature  trac'd,  by  nature's  laws  ?'* 

Miftake  not  here,  nor  God  dethrone  : 

The  firft  mechanic  caufe  be  known  ; 

3  Tis  of  fome  prior  caufe  th'  effecl: ; 

Which  no  known  fimilars  refpeft. 

The  God  which,  then,  we  fo  define' 

Nor  felf-exiftent  nor  divine. 

Be  known  creation's  various  ties, 

Whence  phyfical  relations  rife  ; 

Of  each  effect  the  various  caufe  ; 

Attraction  and  repulfion's  laws  ; 

That  primum  mobile  be  found 

That  drove  Des  Cartes'  whirlpools  round; 

Let  matter,  motion,  aether,  join, 

To  form  thy  attributes  divine  ; 

Striving  if  poflible  to  rife 

To  the  firft  agent  in  the  fkies : 

Be  next  explain'd  to  moral  fenfe, 

The  wond'rous  fcheme  of  providence; 

Down  from  thofe  great  important  fprings, 

X)n  which  rebounds  the  fate  of  kings, 

H  To 
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To  thofe,  fo  exquifuely  fmall, 
Deftin'd  to  let  the  fparrow  fall : 
Say'fl  thou  the  knowledge  hence  deriv'd 
Of  him  thofe  fyftems  hath  contriv'd  ? 
Alas!  from  hence  we  only  trace 
The  features  of  creations  face; 
The  front  it  bears  to  human  kind  ; 
But  not  its  felf-exifting  roiad. 
Should  we,  prefuming  to  difplay 
The  fpirit  of  the  golden  day, 
Thus  call  its  eflence  its  refult, 
Attradion,  fire,  alike  occult ; 
Or  fay  'tis  vegetation  green  ; 
Who'd  think  it  is  the  fun  we  mean  ? 
So  here  t' abfurdity  we  fall, 
Nor  thus  define  a  God  at  all, 

-  rufilqxS 

Yet  while,  to  thee  I  freely  own, 
I  reverence  a  God  unknown  ; 
Think  not,  thro  ignorance  or  pride, 
A  God  was  ever  yet  denied. 
No  atheift  e'er  was  known  on  earth 
Till  fiery  zealots  gave  him  birth, 
For  controverfy's  fake,  their  trade, 
And  damn'd  the  heretick  they  made, 
Doth  Clody,  impudent  and  vain, 
Deny  a  God  in  ikeptic  ftrain, 
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And  yet  in  ignorance  advance 

That  nature  is  the  work  of  chance  ?      , 

Theologifts,  abfurdly  wife, 

With  their  anathemas  defpife; 

For  well  may  Clody  thefe  inflame, 

Whofe  God  exifts  but  in  a  name  ; 

A  technic  term,  devis'd  at  fchool, 

I  pity  Clody  as  a  fool.  ?j  joff  ^ 

To  Epicurus' ftrains  belong 

Thecenfuresofanidlefong. 

For  fay  "  united  words  might  join 

"  By  accident,  and  not  defign ; 

"  Atoms  might  luckily  contrive, 

*'  And  ftrangely  find  themfelves  alive  ; 

•'  Or,  by  fome  other  fcheme  as  wild, 

"  The  world  be  fortune's  fav'rite  child.'* 

Explain  the  terms, — fay  what  is  meant 

By  atoms,  fortune,  accident.  .slirfw-jaY 

What  meanft  thou  but  th'  efficient  caufe 


Of  nature's  works  and  nature's  laws  ? 

_     .  .   ,  ,         ,  ,  ,     •  j      -10n 

O,  think  not,  then,  th'  eternal  mmd^  g£w 

To  term  or  epithet  confin'd; 

But  take  away  or  change  the  name  ; 

And  Clody's  God  and  mine's  the  fame. 


j  b'nmsb  bnA 
Say'ft  thou  "  in  chance  a  pow'r  define 

**  Fortuitous,  abfurd,  and  blind, 

Hz  4t  Unworthy 
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"  Unworthy  that  flupendous  plan, 

««  Which  nature's  fcenes  difplay  to  man ; 

"  When  grace  with  harmony  allied, 

«  And  wifdom  ftrike,  on  ev'ry  fide." 

Alas!  to  Clody  thefe  unknown  : 

For  wond'rous  wifdom's  all  his  own. 

In  nature  nothing  he  furveys 

That  actuates  his  foul  to  praife  :  ( 

In  vain  the  planets  run  their  courfe, 

Obedient  to  impulfive  force ; 

Th*  excentric  comets,  far  and  wide, 

Purfue  the  fame  unerring  guide  ; 

In  vain  defcribes  their  varied  race 

In  equal  times  an  equal  fpace : 

In  vain  thro  microfcopic  eyes, 

Innumerable  wonders  rife ; 

On  the  green  leaf  whole  nations  crawl, 

And  myriads  perifh  in  its  fall. 

Ah  me !  what  bears  the  barren  mind  ! 

What  beauty  can  affecl;  the  blind  ! 

Should  Clody  then  his  chance  difclaim, 

And  own  a  Deity,  by  name, 

The  blund'ring  deifl  would  advance 

A  God,  no  wifer  than  his  chance. 

Bcafts  nature,  therefore,  no  defign  ? 
bay  whence,  Lorenzo,  yours  and  mine. 
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Did  wifdom's  fons  themfelves  create? 
*Their  birth  'tis  ownM  they  owe  to  fate  ; 

_       -  .    .  ,  ,.      ,          ,    -^ii   ti.UV/  aD£12  > 

To  fate  capricious  blind  and  dull ; 

Defign  lock'd  up  in  th'  atheift's  fkull. 

•n      r  r-t,  •     ,        s(bpLJ  oi 

But  fay,  my  friend,  how  came  it  there .? 

T  •         i  r   • 

JLit  chance  upon  occanon  fair, 


From  odds  and  ends  of  matter  join'd, 
To  form  an  intellectual  mind  ? 
Egregious  blunder!  grofs  furmize! 
"  Nature's  a  fool,  yet  man  is  wife  !  " 
Is  there  a  mortal,  found  of  brain, 
Who  fuch  a  tenet  can  maintain  ? 
O,  no.  —  For  words  let  fools  conteft, 


„-...-  .  „ 

Atheifm  s  a  meie,  tho  impious,  jeft. 


i  ?.3J±- 

£i<j  9r 

. 
/ffl£l 

'dh^lab  ni£V  al 

• 


How  obvious  is  the  truth  !  and  yet, 
What  learned  volumes  have  been  writ  j 

TT  r  I.     1-     /I      1     i  f 

How  fchohafts  labour  to  refute, 
What  none  do  actually  difpute  ! 
Of  the  firft-caufe,  or  fools  or  wife, 
The  pure  exiftence  none  denies ; 
But  in  its  eflence*  difagree : 
For  who  defines  infinity  ? 


- 
CJ.  £  n 


Blufh  not,  Lorenzo,  then,  to  own, 
Th'  eternal  God  a  God  unknown  j 

*  Eflential  Attributes, 
H  3 


Whofe 
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Whofe  face,  to  mortal  eye  denied, 
Can  never  gratify  thy  pride. 
To  him  your  votive  altars  raife, 
'As  Athens  did  in  ancient  days ; 
Nor  dare  pollute  his  facred  mrine 
With  human  facrifice  divine ; 
But  humble  adoration  bring, 
And  filent  praife ;  fit  offering ! 
So  the  Peruvian,  pure  in  heart, 
Strange  to  the  guile,  or  guilt,  pf  art; 
Unaw'd  by  tenet,  text,  or  tale, 
Erefts  his  temple  in  the  vale, 
Sacred  to  th'  univerfal  mind, 
The  God  and  guide  of  human  kind. 
No  firftlings  here  affront  the  fides, 
No  clouds  of  fmoking  incenfe  rife  : 
No  hypocrite  with  crabbed  face ; 
No  convert  tortur'd  into  grace  ; 
No  folid  fkull,  in  wifdom's  cowl ; 
No  hooded"  hawk,  nor  folemn  owl, 
Nor  blind,  nor  ominous  invade 
This  fpotlefs  confecrated  made  : 
But,  as  the  native  of  the  fpray, 
Man  hails  his  maker,  with  the  day  ; 
By  nature  taught,  heaven  afks  ao  more, 
In  fpirit  and  in  truth  t'  adore. 


PROLOGU1 


P     O     E".M     S.  103 

*• 

PROLOGUE  TO  THE  WJDOW'D  WIFE. 


as, 'J» 

A    COMEDY. 

u  bib  gfis/bA'cA 

.?'£&£  ay  ^jjjfo^  9> 

' 


ACTED  AT  THE  THEATRE-ROYAL,  DRURY-HNE. 


To  gain  the  public  ear,  the  man  of  rhimes 
Should  always  fpeak  the  language  of  the  times; 
And  little  elfe  hath  been  of  late  in  hearing 

Than  terms  and  phrafes  of  Electioneering. 

.niSJ  *(d  b' 

Our  author  therefore  fends  me  to  aflure  ye, 
Worthy  and  free  eledors  of  Old  Drury, 
How  happy  he  Ihould  prove,  if  it  content  you, 
That  he  be  one  of  thofe  who  reprefent  you  ; 

The  ftate  Poetic,  laws  and  legiflature, 

T .,       ,     T,  ,.  .     ,  .    r  iw  sJnooqvn  ol>T 

Like  the  Political  in  form  and  nature  ; 

TIL         1  1  H.T-  J    1_  1  r  • 

Phcebus,  the  Nine,  and  bards  of  reputation, 
King,  peerage,  commons,  of  the  fcribbling  nation. 

Now  from  Parnaffus'  throne  the  prince  of  wit, 

T    f  i     ,    -/r     j          i-  i    '  ^'^  «9woql  ?iri T 

It  feems,  hath  iflued  out  his  royal  writ 

T-  i  ^r      «-  ./.:••••' 

ror  a  new  member.  —  No  offence  to  give 

„*          ,  ,  r  -       *  >'1"- 

To  a  late  worthy  reprefentative  *: 

J 


" 


*  G.  C.  Efq;  one  of  the  patentees  of  Covent-Garden. 
H  4  Who, 
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Who,  ris'n  to  favour,  hath  from  us  retreated, 
And  'mongft  the  lords  of  t'other  houfe  is  feated,—  — 
His  fervice  loft,  prefuming  you  may  need  him, 
The  prefent  candidate  would  fain  fucceed  him. 


Not  that  he  vainly  boafts,  on  this  occafion,rA3HT 
He  met  encouragement  from  your  perfuafiottjOdM 
Or  that  both  friends,  who  love,  and  foes,  who  hate  him, 
Have  been  unanimous  to  nominate  him.      .itoqqo  YO 
'Tis  for  this  loyal  borough  his  affection,        .•  ,nwo  aW 
And  patriot  zeal,  that  make  him  rifk  th'  election  ;  tuO 
To  his  conftituents  fubject  to  controul; 
With  whofe  good  leave,  he  means  to  ftand  the  poll  ; 
Truiling  fecure  to  their  impartial  choice  : 
The  town  uncanvafs'd  for  a  fmgle  voice  ; 
Nay,  brib'd  no  brother  burgefs  bard  of  note* 
Nor  by  corruption  gain'd  one  critick's  vote.  .  l  o: 

ft  lu& 

Too  proud  to  beg,  too  modeft  to  demand, 
By  merit  only  he  would  fall  or  Hand  :  ujiDail 

Nor  enmity  nor  friend/hip  interfering, 
He  only  aflcs  a  fair  and  candid  hearing. 
If,  after  that,  you  Ihould  with  fcorn  reject  him, 
Or  make  one  honeit  fcruple  to  elect  him, 
He'll  lay  his  unadvifed  fcheme  afide, 
And  frankly  own  himfelf  not  qualified. 


AN 
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i  oi  n'eii 

—,!>•  o/i  isrilo'  *'b  ftgijofli 

AN  OCCASIONAL  PROLOGUE, 
,miri 


INTENDED  TO  HAVE  BEEN  SPOKEN  AT  THE 
THEATRE-ROYAL  ON  RICHMOND-GREEN, 
MDCCLXVII. 

fi  sisd  od  .  "^  *fa°d  3fi-' 

BY  oppofition  lately  fore  affrighted, 
We  own,  with  gratitude,  we  fee,  delighted^* 
Our  rivals  difappointed  of  their  ends, 

To  alienate  the  favour  of  our  friends. 
;  ||oc 

What  could  their  mufmg  prologue-monger  dream  on, 

By  his  flrange  tale  of  Baucis  and  Philemon  *  ; 

Of  heathen  Jove,  and  fuch-like  idle  ftuff? 

True,  to  be  fure!  and  probable  enough  ! 

But  were  it  real,  'tis  a  fine  example, 

And  of  his  tafte,  no  doubt,  a  curious  fample  ! 

Becaufe  Dan  Ovid's  Jove,  a  filthy  rake, 

Once  pleas'd  his  lodgings  in  a  barn  to  take, 

You  in  the  dirt  as  decently  mould  grovel, 

And  take  your  places,  truly,  in  a  hovel  ! 

,., 

*  Alluding  to  the  prologue  fpoken  at  the  theatre  on  the 
hill  j  faid  to  be  written  by  G.  C.  Efq; 

Well 
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Well  muft  they  know,  who  much  frequented  plays, 
Enabled  up  the  hill,  in  former  days,  ^  3£f{j  2£ 

How  oft  the  fcene  dragg'd  on,  nay,  flood  flock  ftill^-  % 
For  want  of  fomething,  —  worfe  than  want  of  ikill. 
How  ludicrous  to  fee,  ahho  in  fport,  fl£j  3W       pj 

The  fields  of  Crefly  and  of  Agincourt         to  ja£^  ^ 
Scarce,  big  enough  t'  admit  a  warriour's  ftridc,rj*j  ^£j 
Your  heroes  always  flraddle  four  feet  wide,  —  - 
Where  trumpets  found,  fwords  clam,  and  pike-ftavas> 

rattle, 

The  ftum-mam  hurly-burly  of  a  battle  ; 
Where  bloodlcfs  victory  fets  whole  armies  mouting, 
A  man  fhould  fure  have  room  to  ftir  about  in  !  -.  ^^ 

How,  elfe,  can  nimble  Harlequin  difplay 

His  merry  magic  in  the  mimic  fray  ; 

Flourifh  his  wooden  fword,  or,  driven  hard, 

Efcape-purfuit  by  jumping  —  half  a  yard  !         -n3f(vJ 

Yet  have  we  feen  that  motley  child  of  fun 

Coop'd  in  a  hutch,  where  he  could  fldp  nor  'UH^j^' 

But  fidgetted,  his  wrigglings  to  confine 

From  tripping  up  the  tripping  Columbine: 

The  ftage  fo  fpacious,  that  three  fteps,  at  moft, 

Ran  Agamemnon's  nofe  againft  the  poft  ;    K  ^fa  nQ 

While  his  fair  confort,  madam  Clytemneil^^< 

Hid,  with  her  petticoat,  the  whole 


t  aurfj  ,33!  uo\  efi.ftw 

Nor 
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Nor  was  the  playhoufe  faultier  than  the 
As  that  had  its  defefts,  fo  they  had  theirs. 
Oft,  'tis  well  known,  the  carelefs  comic  mufe 
Forgot  to  laugh,—  -becaufe  forgot  their  cues. 
Nay,  we  have  feen  a  whole  performance  undone, 
For  want  of  chieftians  not  arriv'd  from  London  ; 
Bafe  knights  that  fail'd  diftrefled  queens  to  meet; 
But  tippling  fat  in  Bow,  or  RufTel-ftreet. 
Mean  while  poor  Tragedy  was  forc'd  to  cry 
And  whimper  fadly  with  a  Jingle  eye  ; 
The  other  turn'd  inceflantly  to  look, 
Tearlefs  and  dry,  intent  upon  the  book  : 
The  aclor's  part  by  fome  pert  'prentice  play'd, 
Too  fond  of  bufkins  not  to  fcorn  his  trade. 

No  wonder  ftage  fo  fmall,  play'rs  fo  obedient, 
Should  render  a  new  theatre  expedient  ;     ^  &'*" 
Where  heroes  might  have  room  to  ftrut  and  flare, 
And  bullies  to  lug  out,  look  big,  and  fvvear  ; 
Where  Sir  John  Falftaffat  his  eafe  might  fwagger,  -\ 
Jaffier  have  elbow  room  to  lift  his  dagger, 
Piitol  to  ftalk,  and  Toby  Belch  to  ftagger.'Wi.J       3 


On  thefe  accounts,  and  due  confideratioriP^S^ 
We  fix'd  our  thoughts  on  this  our  prefent  ftation  ; 
Here  rais'd  our  houfe  j  and  having  tightly  built  it, 
Juft  as  you  fee,  thus  painted,  carv'd,  and  gilt  it. 

This 
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This  for  our  theatre.—  As  for  the  reft, 
As  aftors  we,  at  worft,  will  do  our  beft  ;        V 
Prefuming  thofe  whom  Royal  Grace  fecures, 
May,  from  their  King's  indulgence,  hope  for  yours. 
j-JLT^fii   MA 


'. 


I 

mTfibiaiijja&Vsrfla 

jRhfldht  no  qu  3iriM 

- 

- 

1 


ON 


T 
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ON  PHYSICAL  AND   MORAL   GOOD   AND 
EVIL. 

•;' 

AN    EPISTLE    TO    LORENZO, 

A-Dopted  free  inquiry's  plan, 
To  truths  as  relative  to  man, 
Wouldft  thou,  Lorenzo,  comprehend 
Man's  phyfical  and  moral  end, 
To  future,  to  immortal  views 
Conducted  by  the  faithful  mufe? 
Secure,  while  yet  in  reafon's  fight, 
For  thee  (he  takes  her  daring  flight ; 
Borne  up  on  fcientific  wing, 
Attempts  her  boldeft  note  to  fmg ; 
For  thee  thofe  winding  trafts  t'  explore, 
Where  feldom  mufe  hath  dar'd  to  foar. 

Is  there  who  teach  that  human  woe 
Muft  from  a  fource  abftra&ed  flow  ; 
JLxifting  in  creation's  plan, 
Some  a&ive  ill  the  curfe  of  man  ; 
Some  imperfection,  or  offence, 
In  phyficks,  or  in  providence  ? 
The  queflion  old  unanfwer'd  lies ; 
*«  Whence  did  the  curfe  of  evil  rife?" 
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By  Wolfius  left,  and  twenty  more, 
As  puzzling  as  it  flood  before, 
To  God  or  devil  Hill  affign'd 
The  caufe  of  ill  by  human-kind. 


In  difobedience  to  his  God, 

Did  man  himfelf  call  down  the  rod  *   , -1?  oj  b'woIIA  - 

Or  did  th'  arch-fiend,  from  heaven  that  fell, 

Infpire  the  mifchief  to  rebel  ? 

Yet,  fure,  if  pow'r  preventive  given, 

No  angel  e'er  had  fell  from  heaven  fc^pa  fai 

Man  had  no  tempter  known  to  vice ; 

Serpent,  nor  Eve,  in  Paradifc. 

Lorenzo,  in  the  pride  of  fenfe, 
Inftrudion's  deem'd  impertinence. 
She,  therefore,  daughter  of  the  wife, 
Hath  long  been  fhelter'd  in  difguife  ; 
Ent'ring,  beneath  the  mafk  of  fport, 
The  prefence,  tho  forbid  the  court : 
So  fond  with  young  delight  to  ftray, 
And  moralize  the  wanton's  play, 
That  ev'n  her  precepts  ftill  prevail 
In  every  favorite  goflip's  talc. 
Yet  fo  that  thofe  who  feek  to  learn, 
With  eafe  the  naked  truth  difcern ; 
To  genius  but  a  pleafing  talk 
To  fport  with  allegory's  maik, 

Th< 
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The  moral,  then,  from  tales  deduft; 
And  let  philofophy  inftruft. 

i/agiUs  ifijj  Ihreb-io  boO  oT 

Angelic  truths  let  angels  fcan  : 
Ours  is  the  fcrutiny  of  man. 

Ours  but  in  reafon's  bounded  courfe^^badolib  nl 
Allow'd  to  try  our  native  force ; 
Confin'd  within  life's  little  fpace 
'The  fleeteft  genius  at  the  race, 
In  "vain  we  urge  beyond  the  goal     '°<1  **  t3iu>  ,JaY 
Th*  ideal  courfers  of  the  foul. 

-;jqrn3J  &n  L&A  asM; 

Art  thou,  my  friend,  fo  ill  at  eafe 

That  all  thy.  profpe&s  here  difpleafc  ? 

Doft  thou,  in  peevilhnefs  or  pain,       ""*  ni'*osn3T< 

Of  nature's  fyftem  all  complain  ? 

Of  blunders  there,  confufion  here, 

Of  heav'n  too  diftant,  hell  too  near?r'33t*  Sn?J 

In  mood  fo  fplenetic,  my  friend, 

gay  what  thofe  evils  that  offend  : 

Thy  doubts  propofe,  thy  queftions  afflifc^1^  .^flo^ 

And  take  omnifciency  to  taflc. 

ii«votq  Jii  :  ID/!  n*v>  jsriT 

Takes  thy  fagacity  offence  t'"lov^  X^^ 

At  all  thou  feeft  of  providence  ? 
Poft  thou  the  conftitution  blame 
Qf  nature's  univerfal  frame, 

rfjiw  ttoqTt  oT 

Doft 
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Doll  thon  heaven's  boafted  care  deny    •  &  ««  *MWgl 

When  tempefts  fweep  along  the  fky ;  "        ' 

Thy  feather'd  geefe  when  whirlwinds  bear    ^btj(  ™* 

Aloft,  and  fcatter,  wide  in  air ; 

Or  from  the  hills  impetuous  rains 

Defcend  and  ftrip  th*  autumnal  plains  ? 

Concluding  the  machinery  vile 

When  earthquakes  make  onr  ftable  ifle, 

When  Etna  and  Vefuvius  flame ; 

To  nature  each  a  burning  fhame  ! 

Finds  thy  philofophy  as  foon 

Faulty  th'  attraftion  of  the  moon, 

When  death  refiftlefs,  roaring  rides 

In  triumph  o'er  the  fwelling  tides, 

Or  bathing  in  deftru&ion,  drowns 

Flocks,  herds  and  men  and  helplefs  towns; 

Or  bears  them  off  fome  mountain  fteep 

All  headlong  down,  to  glut  the  deep  r 

Or  is  thy  wifer  cenfure  bent 
Againft  feme  comet's  dire  event? 
In  time  to  come,  time  out  of  mind, 
To  fall  into  the  fun  dcfign'd  ; 
Sufpicious  that,  if  planets  turn 
To  comets,  ours  at  length  may  burn  ; 
And  we  be  doom'd,  fome  fultry  day, 
Tc  fierce  (Devouring  fames  a  prey  ! 

Lorenzo, 
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>renzo,  is  this  ilrain  admir'd, 
Here  rhayft  thou  rail  till  fenfe  be  tir'd. 
But  judge  not  thou,  like  fophifts  vain, 
Of  gen'ral  good  by  partial  gain  : 
Thinking  when  crofs'd  our  ilubborn  will 
Such  is  a  providential  ill. 
For  know,  no  abftraft  caufe  exifts 
And  battles  in  creation's  lifts, 
A  formal  enemy  to  man,  \tK$  $,.     • 

Since  nature's  tournaments  began, 
Inflam'd  with  enmity  and  power 
God's  human  likenefs  to  devour. 
No,  —  'tis  impoflible  a  caufe 
Should  counteract  creation's  laws, 
The  hand  of  providence  arreft, 
Or  heaven's  determin'd  pow'r  conteft  ; 
As  one  or  other  mull  prevail, 
And  one,  or  both  together,  fail. 
But  nature  knows  no  real  ftrife, 
However  jarring  human  life, 

.From  evil  and  from  error  free  5 
Thefe  only  relative  to  thee, 
In  icy  chains  let  winter  bind 
The  glebe  untrod  by  human-kind, 
Fierce  light'nings  flafh,  and  thunders  roll 
Their  horrours  only  round  the  pole ; 
J.et  Malftrooms  roar,  and  Heclas  blaze 
Where  fools  nor  cowards  ftand  to  gaze  t 

I  Let 
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Let  iflands  drown;  let  mountains  melt; 

Thefe  were  no  evils  if  unfelt.  ,-;  o'ufcj  -fiu[ 

'Mid  fouthern  feas  and  lands  unknown       >Iqmi)  9dT~ 

Should  agonizing  nature  groan, 

There  only,  eafe  her  future  throes, 

And  harmlefs  terrours  round  difclofe; 

Earthquakes  would  lofe  their  evil  name,     r,fn  «jrfT  J 

And  heaven  no  longer  bear  the  blame : 

Tho  evils  now  we  loudly  call 

Lima's,  and  Ulyfippo's  *,  fall. 

Lorenzo,  of  creation's  plan 

But  parts  are  vifible  to-  man  ; 

Whence,  ign'rant  of  their  various  ufe, 

We  think  them  fubjeft  to  abufe;  rf  V>r 

Tho  all  with  art  confummate  join, 

Conducive  to  heaven's  main  defign. 

As  parts  to  complex  engines  prove, 

Infpir'd  by  mechanifm  to  move,  it  !IA 

This  retrogade,  and  that  direft, 

In  diff'rent  modes  to  one  effed ; 

So,  howfoe'er  they  clam  to  fenfe, 

The  fev'ral  (prings  of  providence, 

In  concert,  at  their  maker's  will, 

Their  ends  harmonioufly  fulfil : 

Upheld  the  weight,  let  fall  the  rod, 

As  urges  the  firft  mover,  God. 

*  Lifbon,  fo called  from  its  fuppofed  founder,  Ulyflcs. 

4  How 
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How  blind  are,  then,  the  fmatt'ring  fools, 
Juft  taught  their  geometric  rules, 
The  fimple  ufe  of  rule  and  line,- 
To  thefe  who  nature  would  confine  ? 
Its  laws  who  elfe  capricious  call, 
Or  fay  *  *  it  acts  by  none  at  all ; 
"  The  macrocofnv's  vaft  engine  made 
"  By  one  that  knew  not  half  his  trade; 
"  Its  bungling  engineer  at  hand, 
'«  To  help  it  forward,  at  a  ftand." 
Impious!  like  Marli's,  doth  it  take 
The  pains  to  mend  it  did  to  make, 
Requiring  endlefs  coft  and  care 
To  hold  in  tenable  repair  ? 
Ah!  no,  howe'er  to  us  it  feem, 
Creation  is  a  perfect  fcheme. 

Lorenzo,  let  not  words  deceive. 

All  imperfection's  relative; 

Since  from  conceiv'd  amendments  came 

The  patch-work  we  perfection  name ; 

A  term  for  fomething  underftood 

Productive  ftill  of  mortals'  good. 

But,  of  perfection  abfolute 

All  nature  is,  beyond  difpute  ; 

For  all  from  God  is  here  deriv'd, 

And  all  is  perfect  God  contriv'd. 

' 

I  2  "  Man 
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"  Man's  furely  perfect  then"  you  cry,         /  ^  9& 

As  man,  moft  perfeft,  I  reply  : 

The  creature  of  his  Maker's  will, 

Form'd  his  good  pleafure  to  fulfil  ; 

Deftin'd  in  th'  univerfal  plan 

To  fill  his  place,  and  aft,  as  man. 

What  tho  on  earth  the  human  mind 

Involv'd  in  ignorance  we  find, 

Impaffion'd,  fickle,  giv'n  to  pride, 

Nor  refting  e'er  felf-fatisfied; 

Doth  pow'r  comparative  t*  improve 

Perfedion  pofitive  remove ! 

As  well  imperfect  might  we  fay 

The  rifmg  fun  at  early  day. 

Since  with  fuperiour  heat  and  light 

It  blazes  in  meridian  height. 

Form'd  with  progreflive  pow'rs  to  rffe 

From  out  the  duft  to  tread  the  fkies, 

Perfect  as  fuch  humanity 

However  lowly  in  degree. 

How  ignorant  and  weak  are  thofe 

Who  nature's  author,  then,  fuppofe 

In  providence  remains  a  fpy, 

To  guard  his  work  with  watchful  eye ; 

From  fallen  angels'  bafe  intent 

The  direful  outrage  to  prevent ; 

To  refcue,  or  preferve,  his  plan 

From  that  prodigious  creature,  man. 

Like 
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Like  the  young  fteecj,  that  fcours  the  plain, 
Is  nature  wild,  and  needs  a  rein  ? 
Or  halts  (he  like  a  founder'd  jade  ;    ;  -\0  3TU3E9. 
Lame  by  her  frequent  Humbling  mad«£,0g  . 

"  ftp* 

Perhaps,  Lorenzo,  fome  miftake,      i93B|q  'gjrf  3 
Concerning  providence,  we  make  ;     ;£3  a6  ojrf- 
The  pow'rs  of  nature  to  divide 
From  its  imaginary  guide; 
For,  if  creation  has,  in  feft, 
Been  long  ago  a  finim'd  a&,  7t(n  ^oq  j 

What  end  doth  lab'ring  time  purfue  ??)gOq  r 
Or  what  hath  providence  in  view?  ..^ 

For  fure  thou  wilt  not  take  the  fide  ,1  ^nfth 

Of  thofe,  whofe  ignorance  and  pride  .^  ^ 
Maintain  the  uniyerfe  defign'd 
Merely  to  gratify  mankind: 
A  ftage,  as  on  a  (holler's  cart,       . 
Where  drolls  iterant  play  their  part,,  rfwft  afi  m, 
In  grinning  mirth,  or  brawling  ftrife  ^t  wol  TOVW 
Thetragi-comedyoflife! 


f 

Was,  then,  heavVs  wond'rous  pow'r  dlTplay>d.|lq  nj 
This  fyftem  in  perfeaion  made,  ^  g^  {,^0^  of 
Only  to  wear  itfelf  away? 

Stupendous  frame  !  for  mere  decay  !rn^w(>  Jab-jib  3; 
Its  worlds  to  wander  thro  the  void,   rtq  1o  <9W 
Peftroying,  till  themfelves  deftroy'd^boiq  asii: 

I  3  Or' 
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Or,  in  fome  future,  fabled,  days, 

To  take  imaginary  blaze 

At  flames,  that  all  to  ruin  turn, 

Annihilating  as  they  burn  ? 

Riik'd,  then,  the  ccnfure  of  my  wit, 

I  hold  the  world  unfinifh'd  yet : 

Time  building  what  heaven's  wifdom  plannM, 

Creation's  work  ev'n  yet  in  hand. 

Thro  nature's  fcenes  in  order  range  ; 

See  all  things  in  continual  change ; 

All  to  fome  point  progreflive  run, 

To  do,  or  elfe  to  be  undone  : 

Exifting  for  fo  mort  a  fpace, 

Thoufands  we  know  but  by  their  place, 

Which  chang'd,  by  changing  form,  we  fay 

The  things  themfelves  are  pafs'd  away. 

No  proofs  of  Being  objects  bring, 

Whofe  e/Tence  ever  on  the  wing, 

Flown  from  their  forms,  ere  yet  defin'd, 

Leaves  no  identity  behind. 

But  waving  this,  yet  find  we  here 
No  abftraft  caufe  of  ill,  to  fear : 
Since  on  the  feelings  of  mankind 
Depends  the  ev'ry  ill  we  find : 
Whence,  tho  our  fufPrings  ill  we  call, 
They've  no  abflra&ed  caufe  at  all : 

For, 
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For,  ftript  creation  of  mankind, 
No  evil  would  be  left  behind. 

To  this  will  cavillers  reply  ? 

"  We  alk  not  where  thofe  caufes  lie ; 

"  If  in  externals  be  th'  offence, 

"  Or  in  the  pravity  of  fenfe  : 

"  That  real  ill  exifts  is  plain, 

"  While  man  is  fenfible  of  pain." 

In  anfwer,  my  Lorenzo,  here, 

No  vaunting  ftoicifm  fear : 

Nor  think  thy  friend  fo  madly  wife 

T'  affect  his  mis'ries  to  defpife. 

I  ne'er  prefume  that  point  to  reach, 

Nor  'gainft  the  voice  of  nature  preach  : 

None  feel  more  tenderly  than  I : 

Mine  the  foft  heart  and  wat'ry  eye, 

The  fanguine  hopes,  the  groundlefs  fears ; 

Still  unfubdu'd  by  fenfe  or  years ; 

Ah,  too  fufceptible  of  pain 

When  vice,  or  folly,  but  complain  ! 

Yet,  ev'n  while  tears  of  anguilh  flow, 

I  hold  no  abftraft  ill  we  know. 

'Tis  true,  my  friend,  no  man  alive 

Could,  in  his  fenfes,  gravely  flrive 

The  wretch  in  torture  to  perfuade 

Of  evil  not  to  be  afraid  ; 

I  4  The 


P    O    E    M    S3 


The  murd'rer,  mangled  on  the  wheel,  ij  L  orfj 

To  fmile  at  harmlefs  rope  and  fteel  ; 

Or  that  the  blows,  that  loitering  kill,     ;qo  ,m3*  IbT 

Cannot  be  phyfically  ill.    tubi'ai 

Afurd,  the  argument,  and  vaia  1 

Since  all  we  know  of  ill  is  pain. 

j  ytt  Iliw  aqn-^  •wioy  weft'woH 
And  yet,  as,  neither  griev'd  nor  pain'd, 
Of  evil  man  had  ne'er  complain'd  ; 
If,  relative,  our  blifs  and  woe 
Reciprocally  ebb  and  flow, 

'Tis  palpable  that  joy  and  ftrife  -n  gffijiot-n  looq  HB  arfT 
Are  but  the  anodes  of  human  life  ; 
Which  varied  with  confummate  fkill 
May,  on  the  wliple,  be  good  nor  ill. 

n  ^lulfiotq  rfliW 

Sayft  thou  the  learned  are  agreed  ;ft  enoJBn  n' 

The  ills  of  life  the  good  exceed  I  n  ^Iml  oT 

Lorenzo,  peevifh,  fick,  or  vain, 
How  nat'ral  is  it  to  complain  I 
But  fure  experience  here  denies 
This  thread-bare  maxim  of  the  wife. 
Behold  the  weak,  the  blind,  the  lame, 
The  fons  of  poverty  and  fhame,  i<j  bnt'j 
The  wretch,  expiring  by  degrees 
By  amputations  or  difeafe  ; 

Such  whofe  vile  lot,  the  world  their  foe,          ,aUlsd  38 
Contempt  and  beggary  below  : 

Shouldrt 
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Shpuldft  thou  to  this,  or  that,  propofc 

In  death  a  cure  for  all  their  woes  ;      M&A  **  &« 

Tell  'em,  opprefs'd  with  human  ftrifc,      ?:  *&  > 

"  Wide  ftand  the  num'rous  doors  of  life^pd* 

"  With  open  arms,  the  wretch  to  fav*P«S1B  *fa 

?«  Reft  welcomes  mis'ry-W  the  grave.*™:*  aw  JU.^ 

How  few  your  recipe  will  try  ; 

Tho  dying  piece-meal,  loth  to  die. 

Nor  merely  from  the  fear  of  worfe, 

Tenacious  of  a  prefcnt  curfe. 

For  fay  annihilation  here 

The  all  poor  mortals  have  to  fear, 

How  few  would  yet  their  ills  incline        '•*  *fy  - 

Their  fenfe  of  being  to  refign  ; 

To  part,  on  terms  Kke  thefe,  from  pain, 

With  pleafure  ne'er  to  meet  again  ; 

Ev'n  nature  fhudders  at  the  thought, 

To  fink  inconfcious  into  naught  ; 

In  mere  exiftence  fure  mankind 

Muft  then  intrinfic  pleafure  find  ; 

Some  good  equivalent  muft  feel 

To  fuch  Aippos'd  excefs  of  ill  ; 

Since  thus,  'in  death,  fo  loth  to  part 

The  aching  head  and  bleeding  heart. 

3    ,.rf:>J3TW  3tiT 

May  not,  indeed,  all  human  woe 

Be  ballanc'd  by  our  joys  below  ? 

i  has.  3qm33a03 

Doft 
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Doftthou,  Lorenzo,  doubt  of  this  ?   , :,.,,[,  n%, 

How  doft  thou  meafure  earthly  blifs  ? 

"Tis  not  by  extafy  alone    ,^0{  if: 

Thy  aftual  (hare  of  joy  is  known : 

Duration  adds  to  the  degree 

As  much  as  its  intenfity. 

Joy  for  a  moment's  fpace  how  finall ! 

Pain  inftantaneous,  none  at  all ; 

Thro  life  continued  little  lefs 

Ev'n  bare  content  than  happinefs  : 

The  joyous  extafy  of  blifs 

Dilating  rarified  to  this. 

JBe  it  on  individuals  tried ; 

Each  needs  but  to  be  fatisfied  : 

The  longing  wifli,  the,figh  is  o'er 

When  once  content ;  we  afk  no  more. 

Thus  equal  joy  we  often  tafte 

In  fhort-liv'd  pleafures,  fnatch'd  in  hafte^  .K,.,^  v<,HiT 

As  others,  or,  when  raptur'd  lefs, 

For  years,  ev'n  we,  ourfelves,  pofiefs. 

Hence  oft  aflerted  in  difpute 

That  time  ideas  conftitute  ; 

Senfe  of  duration  fo  confin'd 

To  that  which  pafles  in  the  mind. 

Th'  expeclant  lover,  thinks,  in  rage, 

His  Stella's  abfent  hour  an  age; 

While  (hort  and  fweet  the  moments  fly, 

When  love  and  fhe  fit  fmiling  by : 

Nor 
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Norgiv'n  their  epithets  in  vain 
To  fleeting  joy,  and  lingering  pain, 
In  minutes  flown  each  joyful  day, 
Each  fad  one  whil'd  in  hours  away. 
Nay,  tho  of  life  tenacious  all, 
Longevity  no  blifs  we  call. 
In  diff'rent  animals,  at  leaft, 
The  lefs  the  greater's  conftant  feaft, 
'Tis  probable  their  joys  and  ftrife 
Are  fuited  to  their  term  of  life. 
Whence  equal  pleafure,  equal  pain, 
May  long-liv'd  elephants  fuftain 
With  young  ephemerons,  \vhofe  flight, 
At  noon  beginning,  ends  at  night ; 
During  which  momentary  fpace, 
They  rife,  love,  battle,  and  embrace, 
Flutt'ring  around,  till,  out  of  breath, 
They  drop  into  the  arms  of  death. 

From  felf-experience  doft  thou  rate 
The^real  hardfhip  of  thy  fate  ? 
Art  thou  with  ev'ry  friend  at  ftrife  ? 
Seeft  thou  no  gentle  joy  in  life  ? 
Doft  thou  no  fav'rite  fcheme  poflefs, 
That  yields  contemplative  fuccefs  ? 
Haft  thou  no  hope ;  no  good  doft  choofe, 
4  good,  thou  wouldft  not  die  to  lofe  ? 

'ijas  avoJ  awiW 

Thy 
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Thy  day,  thus  clouded  at  the  dawn, 

Will  brighter  mine,  its  clouds  withdrawn: 

Or,  is  thy  morn  of  fun-mine  paft? 

With  clouds  thy  ev'ning's  overcaft: 

Wouldft  of  its  brightnefs  know  th»  amount^0'1 

Bring  morn  and  ev'ning  to  account. 

i  nworii  ehnbnirf  *i/j   .jisra  01  ebloTJ 

Stands  nature  then,  fo  long  abus'd,  ' 

Of  abftraft  evil  thus  excus'd  ? 

As  little  truth  is  underftood 

By  thofe,  who  hold  all  nature  good. 

"  Whatever  is,  is  right."—  It  may  *  <* 

But  therefore  good  we  cannot  fay  ; 

Unlefs  forrie  general  blifs  we  fee 

Arife  from  partial  mifery. 

In  fpite  of  truth,  in  reafon's  fpite 

When  vex'd,  or  pain'd,  we  all  deny't; 

Ne'er,  till  the  pain  be  o'er,  confeffing 

That  was,  which  never  is,  a  bleffing. 

The  term's,  then,  here  mifunderftood. 

Right's  not  equivocal  to  good ; 

Goodnefs  adapted  and  confm'd 

To  th'  appetites  of  human-kind; 

The  right,  unknown  to  you  or  me  : 

Thofurewhatisisfittobe! 

Let  Plato,  tten,  or  Leibnitz  j>rate 

Of  goodnefs  influencing  fate; 

Or 
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Or  idle  fophifts  ftill  conteft  $&  fcobuoh  aurfl  ,^B  Xflt5 

Their  boafted  principle  the  bell  :         fH^rfgnd  IIiW 

By  difputants,  or  either  fide,  llom  ^fa  ,. 

The  partial  term  is  mtfapplied.          »fa  tbuoh 

That  God  is  good  they  know  full  well  ; 

But  what  his  goodnefs  none  can  tell  ;  s  ,nfi;  ntonx  £flh£ 

Unlefs  to  man,  his  kindnefs  mown 

His  good's  dependent  on  our  own.     ,  ,^  5tuJSfl  ^  }g 

t  b*euDxa  gj/ift  Im  fifiiftdfi^O 

Lorenzo,  merely  to  manki|^]i195nu>'  &  rfj^j  9l«i(  8  A 
Thus  evil  phyfical  confin'd,^fl  JJB  ^lorf  orfw  t^orfl  vS 
Of  moral  next,  a  puzzling  talk,  f8|  13v9}BrfW  '* 

An  explanation  doft  thou  aflc  ?  w  ^^^  siolaiartJ  loS 
Sayft  thou  "  Heaven's  care.no  more  exteruj^ol  alsX«T? 
"  To  phyfical  than  moral  ends  i;^  Uinfiq  moil  ^HA. 
<«  The  fame  the  providential  power,  A|jul)  ^o  9]^  «I 
««  That  rains  the  foft,  refrelhing  mower.  ,/X3V  nsrfW 
«  That,  in  the  womb  of  teeming  earth,  Hjj  ,13*9  PI 
"  Its  atoms  quickens  into  birth,  ..;  ^fa  jg^w  JBfiT 
<c  Doth  in  the  moral  fcene  connect  ^  ta<m"9*  a'HT- 
<«  The  caufe  and  confequent  effed;  ,rjp9  )on  8firfg£A 
'«  On  virtue  peace  of  heart  beftows  ;  tJqBks  2l3nbooO 
•'  Softens  the  good  man's  cafual  woes^j^grtn^  «rfj  oT 
«c  Abandons  vice  to  fell  defpair;^^^  ^Hgh  aHT 
««  Or  plagues  with  heart-corroding  care&'Jy,  91J^  orfT 
Concluding  hence  "  that  moral  ill, 
«  Oppofmg  nature's  rignteous  will, 


Aloud 
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"  Aloud  for  heaven's  dread  vengeance  calJifrro 

"  The  curfe  that  on  the  guilty  falls."  3rnrf>f«nq 

So  far,  Lorenzo,  I  with  thee, 

In  part  moft  readily  agree*  mizm  i 

That  vice  will  leave  a  fling  behind, 

And  virtue  its  reward  (hall  find  ; 

Yet  all,  with  good  St.  Paul,  confefs 

"  Without  a  law  we  can't  tranfgrefs." 

Now  nature's  law  is  heaven's  command  j 

Wh'ofe  will  no  mortal  can  withftand. 

How  !  lives  earth's  animated  clod  irfW- 

To  contravene  the  will  of  God  ? 

As  well,  advent'rous  of  his  neck, 

The  laws  of  gravity  to  break, 

Prefumptuous  man  might  feek  to  fly, 

A  creeping  earth-worm,  to  the  {ky  ; 

Or  don  the  bifhcp's  winged  moon, 

To  trip  it  yarely  to  the  moon. 

What  curfe  foe'er  then  vice  provoke, 

Creation's  laws  can  ne'er  be  broke. 

But  know,  by  phyfical  alone 
Is  moral  good  or  evil  known  ; 
For,  had  not  vice  the  pow'r  to  vex, 
Its  evil  never  would  perplex. 
Each  moral  thus  a  partial  ill, 
Permitted  by  th'  eternal  will ; 
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To  mortals  relative  th'  offence 
And  punifhments  of  providence. 

Lorenzo,  ftate  the  matter  clear. 

Be  pain  and  pleafure  Grangers  here. 

Strangers  to  pleafures  and  to  pain, 

What  motives  had  we  to  complain  ? 

Suppofe  we,  then,  in  nature's  plan, 

T'  exift  th'  automaton  of  man, 

Rifmg  from  fenfelefs  matter's  arms, 

Which  perfect  reft  nor  grieves,  nor  charms; 

Should  heaven  a  confcioufnefs  bellow, 

Subjea  to  good  or  ill  below  ; 

Not  real  pain  or  pleafure  give, 

But  only  make  the  form  to  live: 

As  yet  from  all  reflection  clear, 

Unnerv'd  by  hope,  unaw'd  by  fear, 

Suppofe  to  action  thus  confign'd 

This  naked,  unaffected  mind. 

Lorenzo,  with  precifion  hence 

Let  us  infer  the  confequence. 

Ere  yet  exifted  moral  ill, 

The  firft  fole  agent  was  the  will ; 

Reafon  without  the  pow'r  to  act, 

To  cenfure  or  advife  a  fact ; 

As  from  experience  nought  it  knew, 

Of  good  or  bad,  or  falfe  or  true  : 


For 


I28  POEM    S. 

For  reafon  its  conclufion  draw*  >o>i*i  triA 

From  fnnilar  effeft  and  caufe  ;  <«fmolni  'fh  flO 

No  inftind,  faculty  or  fenfe,     •<>  tng&fiq  Sifa  Cfi  !!#& 

Securing  actual  innocence, 

That  bids  us  virtue's  Heps  purfaftfcoood  3<fo  tjafosiT 

Or  points  to  blifs  it  never  knew : 

Elfe  giving  reafon  bounteous  heaven 

Had  alfo  a&ual  pleafure  given  : 

This  not  fuppos'd,  —  hence  reafon's  ufe 

Some  known  effect  mult  introduce.  ;,un 

Now,  as  innate,  if  we  maintain 

A  love  of  blifs  and  hate  of  pain, 

Dire&ed  as  the  paffions  fir'd, 

The  will  to  pleafure  firft  afpir'd  ;        .;.f-1tsl 

The  moral  agent  bound  to  chufe 

From  nature's  moft  immediate  views.          &V*bfi1  v>H 

But,  prone  to  cenfure  and  complain,    ?#&  <&{  u  orfT 

Suppofe  our  firft  fenfation  pain  ; 

Let  pain  or  pleafure  be  attain'd, 

Cf  both  an  equal  fenfe  was  gain'd  j 

As  the  firft  tree  of  knowledge  bore 

Of  good  and  evil  equal  ftoie  ; 

For  when  the  mind  one  pleafure  knew,          ,  tfrqg  nt 

Its  neutral  ftate  of  reft  withdrew ; 

Pleafure  and  pain,  by  contraft  known,  ,{,  ^ 

Criteria  of  each  other  grown. 

Hence  felt  th*  initiated  mind 

The  (ling  which  pleafure  left  behind,        .>.mud  tnitf 

,*i  And 
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And  reafon  did  to  aft  commence 
On  th'  information  of  the  fenfe ; 
Still  as  the  paffions  ebb  and  flow, 
Now  fwoln  withblifs,  now  funk  in  woe,'*  Sft* 
Tracing  the  bounds,  th'  extremes  between, 
Of  innocence,  that  golden  mean. 
But  ah,  the  fluctuating  tide 
Of  paffion  doth  this  mean  deride : 
Confiftent  only,  'tis  confefs'd, 
With  nature  in  a  ftateof  reft. 
j 

Here  then  from  moral  aclions  came 
The  ncceffary  ill,  we  blame  : 
Running  felf-love,  in  full  career, 
Reafon  her  guide  not  always  near, 
Her  fatisfaclion  oft  purfuing, 
Tho  at  her  own  and  others'  ruin; 
Th'  indulgence  of  the  human  will, 
We  hence  prcfume  is  moral  ill, 
Whene'er  from  fuch  indulgence  flows 
More  pain  than  pleafure  it  beftovvs. 

;s  booglO 

In  guilt  original  in volv'd, 
Here  fee  the  wond'rous  myft'ry  folv'd. 
To  the  firft  man  no  more  confin'd 
Than  paffions  found  in  ev'ry  mind, 
Js,  the  plain  caufs  of  moral  woe; 
Sin,  human  frailty  here  below. 

K  Lorenzo 
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Lorenzo,  evil  underftood, 
The  die's  reverfe  is  moral  good  : 
Whatever  more  pleafure  yields  than  pain  *" 
The  name  of  goodnefs  doth  obtain. 

ioY 

Unfatisfied,  Lorenzo,  yet, 
Dofl  thou  loft  happinefs  regret  ? 
Doth,  from  our  plan  of  morals,  feem 
Still  providence  no  perfect  fcheme, 
Becaufe,  perplex'd  with  fear  or  pain, 
Ev'n  virtue  covets  blifs  in  vain  ? 
Dofl  thou  againft  the  caufe  objecl  ? 
"  'Tis  difproportion'd  to  th*  effecl, 
*'  Thus  in  th*  intemperance  of  the  will 
"  To  place  the  fource  of  moral  ill : 
"  Our  paffions  but  a  nat'ral  caufe, 
»"'  Obedient  to  creation's  laws, 
**  Here  palpably  too  innocent 
'*  The  •-  .ufe  of  mis'ry  to  be  meant.'* 
Mull  I  repeat  it  o'er  again  ? 
Froir.  pleafure  flows  our  fenfe  of  pain. 
I)       ...lent  thefe  as  light  and  made, 
Thrtf  life,  each  other's  contrail  made. 
Whence,  tho  to  moderation  joih'd 
Content's  ferenity  of  mind, 

*  Not,  indeed,  folely  to  the  agent,  but  to  mankind,  or 
**<*  moral  world  in  general. 

3  While 
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While  vice  but  fports  with  higher  glee 
To  fink  as  low  in  mifery, 
Proportion'd  to  the  guilty  Joy 
The  pangs  intemperance  annoy  ; 
Yet,  on  the  whole,  no  abftract  ill 
Doth  here  confront  th'  eternal  will ; 
Of  evil  all  th'  effected  ilrife 
But  relative  to  human  life. 

-  • 

Say  ft  thou  indeed  "  if  man  confir/d 
*'  To  fill  the  place  by  heaven  aflign'd* 
*'  But  partially  to  rife,  or  fall, 
"  Why  feels  he  mifery  at  all  ?" 
Another  queftion  anfwers  this. 
What  title  have  mankind  to  blifs  ? 
During  thy  life  if,  man  and  boy, 
Thy  fhare  of  both  thou  mayft  enjoy ; 
If  perfecl  reft  the  certain  mean 
Our  pleafures  and  our  pains  between  ; 
Null  the  momentum  of  our  pain  ; 
Who  {hall  of  providence  complain  ? 

Seeft  thou  incumbering  the  ground, 
The  barren  fig-trees  branching  round  ; 
While  virtue  {lands  the  brunt  of  vice, 
And  knaves  pofiefs  fools'  paradife  ? 
'Tis  here  indeed  our  errour  lies ; 
Our  virtues  we  too  high1/  prize  i 

K'z  And 
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And  adequate  rewards  to  find, 
Create  them  fondly  to  our  mind  : 
Not  fatisfied  on  heaven  to  truft, 
Or  think  its  difpenfations  juft, 
Unlefs  his  conduft  God  fubmi^rt 
To  our  invefligating  wit  ; 
Here  toiling,  as  an  humble  drudge, 
For  man,  his  critick,  lord  and  judge. 
What  merit  in  thy  maker's  eye 
That  thou  vain  man  art  fix  feet  high  ; 
To  heaven  muft  all,  with  fhame,  agree 
Unprofitable,  fervants  we  ; 
Unworthy  of  celeftial1  drefs 
The  rags  of  human  righteoofneis  ; 
The  all  that  virtue  has  to  boaft, 
Claiming  the  world's  regard,  at  molt- 


As  virtue  here  fo  vice  depends. 
Ourfelves  our  guilt  the  moft  offends. 
For  know,  proud  man,  no  aft  of  thine 
Renders  defective  God's  defign  : 
No  pow'r  to  human  frailty  given 
To  injure  unpreventing  heaven. 
Prefume  not  at  fo  high  a  price 
To  rate  th'  iniquity  of  vice. 
Nor  let  the  vainly-virtuous  fool, 
Projecting  heaven  by  line  and  rule, 


Soce 
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Sore  laftr'd  and  wafting  to  the  bone,        "rtSHpota  b 

The  crimes  cf  health  and  eafe  t*  atone,    *  &?& 

Conceive  by  want  of  reft  or  meat 

Th'  eternal  purpofe  to  defeat. 

Prefume  not  at  fo  cheap  a  rate 

To  hold  th'  omnipotence  of  fate.     utegiJtevni 

•>,*  tgniii' 

Yet  who  mail  fay  that  guilt  is  free, 

Or  promife  vice  impunity  ? 

Since  'tis  fo  plain  the  fting  of  woe  -*w  <iifiv  uct 

To  joy  inordinate  doth  grow ;  -  ftnm  «w&a 

While  none  from  virtue*s  paths  would  ftray 

If  pleafure  did  not  lead  the  way. 

Can  virtue  alfo  hence  despair? 
Since  virtue's  providence's  care  ; 
Compeniing  pleafure  due  to  pain, 
Nor  this  nor  that  beftow'd  in  vain. 

p 

Let  fools,  when  hard  their  prefent  lot,  <  mo 
Think  diftant  heaven  has  earth  forgot ; 
In  difcontent  aloud  complain, 
t{  That  all  our  truft  in  heaven  is  vain," 
Pretending  God  the  world  protects, 
And  yet  its  fev'ral  parts  neglefts. 
Po  thou,  Loren-o,  better  taught, 
Never  indulge  fo  wild  a  thought ; 
Conceiving  th'  individual  man  *Wii  £flH3?»' 

No  charge  on  nature's  gen'ral  plan. 
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What  thoimpoflible  that  we 

At  once  the  whole  and  parts  (hould  fee  $ 

To  fingle  objefts  here  ccnfin'd 

Th'  attention  of  the  human  mind ; 

Yet,  mail  we  blafphemoufly  join 

Heaven's  intellects  with  yours  and  mine  ? 

Know  thou  the  world's  great  architect 

Its  fmalleft  part  (hall  not  negleft ; 

-As  needful  in  the  (lately  pile. 

As  golden  roofs  th'  abutments  vile ; 

Nor,  in  their  kind,  more  perfeft  they, 

The  parian  flones,  than  potter's  clay. 

How  fadly,  blundering  in  the  dark, 

Here  St.  John  mifs'd  his  boafted  mark  ; 

When,  heaven's  omnipotence  t'enhance, 

He  almoft  gave  the  world  to  chance  \ 

Suppofmg  God  too  great  to  mind 

The  peccadillos  of  mankind  ; 

Too  infignificant  our  claim 

To  Deity's  immediate  aim. 

Or  rather,  from  his  reafons  given, 

He  thought  the  tafk  too  great  for  heaven ; 

Too  puzzling  for  th*  eternal  wit 

To  hold  its  (late  and  thus  fubmit ; 

Wherefore,  like  th'  idiot  at  a  lofs 

To  count,  heaven  takes  us  in  the  grofs. 
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Lorenzo,  probable  the  fcheme, 
However  ftrange  the  do&rine  feem, 
Whate'er  the  next  world  give,  in  this 
That  virtue  hath  its  ihare  of  blifs  ; 
While  all  accounts  'tween  vice  and  woe 
Are  fettled  and  difcharg'd  below  : 

XT        ,        11  • 

No  ballance  to  receive  or  pay, 

r  , 

Left,  muffling,  for  a  future  day. 
Go,  make  an  eftimate  of  life  ; 

Compare  the.fums  of  joy  and  ftrjfej 

,   .    •     r  i 

Each  in  its  feparate  degree, 

i   -  r 

Duration  and  intensity. 

* 

Perhaps,  upon  the  whole,  you'll  find 
That  nothing's  due  to  human  kind  ; 

£>  r 

Nor  lofs  nor  profit  in  the  trade 

i.  i    i     /-  i 

Of  tranfient  pains  and  pleafures  made. 

Mean-time  how  difficult  to  guefs 

At  real  objects  of  diftrefs  ! 

J  , 
How  difficult,  in  fact,  to  trace 

Where  real  pleafure  hath  a  .place  ! 
See,  fhuddering  at  September's  froft, 
Jn  clothes  of  fur,  duke  Chilly  loft  ; 
Lamenting,  with  his  belly  full, 

6)  / 

The  tinker's  half-cloath'd,  ftarving  trull; 
A  jade,  that,  warmer  than  his  grace, 
Laughs  at  his  pity  to  his  face. 
Accuftom'd  to  the  melting  mood, 
So,  wifhing  ev'ry  mortal  good, 
K  4 
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Behold  Tendrilla  drown  her  C)^OD  -sujiiv  bnfi  sofa 

At  what  thefufferers  defpife.  t  <•? 

How  oft,  the  fcene  reversed,  again, 

Apparent  blifs  is  aftual  paftptf  s'taHionc  }o  iwolt  srfT 

How  oft  we  hear  much-envied  flate 

Groan  beneath  bulky  grandeur's  weight;  •?•  ,mqo  oT 

Of  thoufands  broke  their  nightly  reft 

By  that  for  which  we  call  them  blefl  ! 

!Nay,  as  a  God  on  earrh  ador'd, 

See  the  dread  inquifition's  lord,  -nH  » 

Rais'd,  in  the  ,pomp  of  prieftly  pride, 

How  envied,  by  his  monarch's  fide  I 

And  yet  how  mis'rable  a  part 

He  a&s,  if  not  extinft  his  heart  : 

How  little  lefs,  at  nature's  coft 

If  ev'ry  facial  feeling  loft. 

Mean-while  the  wretch,  for  whom  we  fighj, 

In  cruel  tortures  doom'd  to  die, 

To  pain  fuperiour,  fear  or  fhame, 

Exulting,  fmiles  amidft  the  flame, 

JMakes  his  proud  judge  with  malice  fwell  $     - 

And  triumphs  over  death  and  hell. 

froportion'd  to  the  weight  of  care, 
@ives  nature  thus  the  povv'r  to  bear? 
But  partial  judges  we,  'tis  plain, 
Pf  others'  joy  or  others'  pain, 
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jBo  vice  and  virtue  could  we  trace,       uihbmT  _•• 

Neither  is  ftamp'd  upon  the  face  ;       %U1 3rfV  3i ,. 

And  who  to  read  prefuraes  the  art       o")  9Jfj  tfto  ^OH 

The  fecret  of  another's  heart  I  - 

Nay,  ev'n  that  art  how  little  known    #>rf  gw  5*K 

To  open,  and  perufe  our  own  ! 

Who  then,  fo  much  a  flave  to  fenfe,          nnfifoor' 

Shall  here  arraign  heaven's  providence  ;       tcft  |£^ 

Thinking  "  the  good  the  world  may  leave 

f «  Ere  virtue's  portion  they  receive  jpnj  baoib  3 

*'  Triumphant  that  the  wicked  go,    T  -,^3  aj,  j 

"  Bleft,  or  unpunifh'd,  here  below : 

«'  As  if  our  end  a  flight  event, 

'<  Depending  on  mere  accident.'* 

Is  this  not  atheifm  in  the  eye 

Of  thofe  who  atheifm  moft  decry  ?     . 

4rigil  ?»w  fnoii' 

Who  made  the  world,  with  equal  fkill 
Can  furely  guide  it,  if  he  will. 
Who,  then,  appeararfces  fhall  truft, 
To  think  that  heaven's  on  earth  unjufl^q  ^  ^uNi 
When  vice  and  virtue  may  relate         ^  jrfqmwaJ  i»«A 
ISolely  to  man's  fublunar  ftate ; 

And  here,  for  ought  we  truly  know,  oj  b<nojbioqoicl 
PC  paid  their  dues  of  joy  and  woe.      .*j  ,31uj£n 

'  'jygbu|[  IsiJiBq  ii/fit 

Yet  think  not  tbou  I  here  deny  (}  vo"  ^19(, 

That  yixtuous  iouls  afcend  the  Iky; 

Or 
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Or  that  the  grov'ling  fons  of  vice      r  $>noj£  |Ifi  -|Of^ 

Shall  be  excluded  paradife.  m  art3;ft  y , 

Prepar'd,  my  friend,  the  man,  in  life, 

By  varied  means  of  joy  and  ftrife,       fa  ^ff^lisi  OT 

Or,  by  redemption's  wond'rous  grace, 

To  view  his  maker  face  to  face,  •-  -blaro  niQ 

In  death  compleated  for  the  Hate 

Defign'd  him  by  the  will  of  fate, 

A  place  of  conftant  reft  may  And  ,(      .n   (\ 

The  portion  of  the  virtuous  mind  ; 

A  place,  comparatively  ill, 

For  thofe  whofe  god  their  brutal  will;,  ,;..,  u-  juajnoQ 

By  heaven  th*  immortal  Being  plac'd,  ..^  \  moi{v/-*)Q 

Confident  with  its  pow'rs  and  tafte. 

Such  future  fccnes  may  fure  be  given; 

This  call'd  a  hell  and  that  a  heaven ; 

And  juftly  vice  and  virtue,  here, 

Have  that  to  hope  and  this  to  fear. 

Still  do  I  hear  the  growl  of  care  ? 
*'  To  be  we  know  not  what  or  where  !" 
Is  it,  becaufe  we  know  not  why, 
So  fad  a  thing  for  once  to  die? 
Is  it  fo  hazardous,  my  friend, 
On  God  our  maker  to  depend  ? 
That  God  to  whom  we  being  o\ve, 
friend  and  guardian  here  below  ? 

Who, 
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Who,  all  along  the  vale  of  life, 

In  ev'ry  fcene  of  care  and  ftrife, 

Affords  his  providential  arm, 

To  raife  beneath,  or  Ihield  from,  harm  ? 

Isitforhimfohardtofave 

Our  confcious  Being  from  the  grave  ? 

Secure,  Lorenzo,  in  the  pow'r, 

That  wak'd  me  at  my  natal  hour, 

To  me,  and  mine,  in  life  fo  juft, 

On  this  in  life  I  mean  to  truft : 

Safe  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand, 

Content  to  fall  by  whom  I  (land, 

Of  whom  I  kifs  the  chaft'ning  rod, 

And  blefs  the  father  in  the  God. 


LUSUS 
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,iH  ibdA  ji  J/njfthifo  varfT 
tUSUS  NATURE,  TYPOGRAf  BgJfc 

|*»K  «'Iivt»T-  ^dJ  i  vtu-fi  «iwob  tr 


Monftrum  horrendum  informe  ingens — '—. ^ — 

VlRG. 

I  thought  fome  of  nature's  journeymen  had  made 
men,  and  not  made  them  well ;  they  imitated 
humanity  fo  abominably. 

SHAKESPEARE. 

I  N  nature's  workfhop,  on  a  day, 
Her  journeymen,  inclined  to  play, 

Half-drunk  *twixt  cup  and  can, 
Took  up  a  clod,  which  me  with  care 
Was  modelling  a  huge  fea-bear, 

And  fwore  they'd  make  a  man, 

They  tried  ;  but,  handling  ill  their  tools, 
ForrnM,  like  a  pack  of  bungling  fools, 

A  thing  fo  grofs  and  odd, 
That,  when  it  roll'd  about  the  difh, 
They  knew  not  if  'twere  flelh  or  filh, 

A  man  or  hodmandod' 


Vet, 


POEMS. 


Yet,  to  compleat  the  piece  of  fun, 
They  chriften'd  it  Arch  Hamilton  : 

*<  But  what  can  this  thing  do  ?  " 
Kick  it  down  flairs  ;  the  devil's  in't 
If  it  won't  do  to  write  and  print 

The  Critical  Review. 
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ART    AND    NATURE*-;>v6( 
3)  ixJ  c  b'fno<A  <T7<v*  orb  <rmrfj  v/£ 

A     SHORT     STOR  Y.vHlof: 

WRITTEN   IN  THE  YEAR  MDCCLXlfeiil 


IN  the  youth  of  old  Time,  madam  Nature  flill  gay* 

And  Art,  in  the  bloom  of  her  beauty, 
Together  for  ever,  at  work  or  at  play, 

Were  united  by  love  or  by  duty. 

But  Time,  by  lewd  Famion,  feducing  the  maidj 

The  mother  the  daughter  difcarded  ; 
'Till  Cuftom  concealing  the  breach  that  was  made* 

The  faux-pas  grew  at  length  lefs  regarded. 

I  was  told,  at  Spring-gardens*  and   this  place  and 
t'other 

Art  and  Nature  were  feen  in  alliance. 
The  daughter  I  met  with,  but,  as  for  the  mother, 

Our  artifts  had  bid  her  defiance. 

On  frelh  information  I  polled  to  Kew, 
And  look'd  round  the  princeiTes  gardens, 

That  boih  had  been  there  I  faw  proofs  not  a  few, 
Tho  foine  of  them  not  worth  three  farthings. 

Returning 
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Returning  to  town,  on  this  fide  Turnham-Green, 
Jogging  on  without  thinking  of  either, 

1  faw  them,  tho  both  feem'd  afham'd  to  be  feen 
So  clofely  conceded  together. 

In  a  little  thatch'd  houfe,  by  the  fide  of  the  road, 
They  fkudded,  nor  once  look'd  behind  them, 

.For had  made  it  his  fummer  abode  — 

With you'll  certainly  find  'em. 


, 

D£fH  .:, 
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THE    SHROPSHIRE    GOOSE. 

•.   «» 

A     FABLE. 

OCCASIONED      BY     THE     MANUFACTURE     OF     TH§ 
OPERA    OP    ALMENA. 

A  Shropihire  goofe,  urg'd  t'other  day 

To  waddle  in  parade, 
Meeting  a  peacock  on  the  way, 

Befought  his  friendly  aid. 

For,  grown  befide  a  filthy  lake" 

Moil  wond'rous  foul  and  fuftjr, 
Droll  was  the  figure  me  did  make 

With  plumage  bare  and  rufty. 

The  peacock,  hearing  her  bewail, 
And  mov'd,  tho  proud,  to  pity, 
Shook  the  loofe  feathers  from  his  tail, 

And  drefs'd  her  fomewhat  pretty. 

.  *.        / 

This  done,  (he  turn'd  her  rump  about 

And  faw  it  made  fo  fine, 
"  D  -  -  n  it,"  fays  (he,  "  the  world  will  doubf 

"  Thefe  feathers  being  mine. 

««  Tho1 
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**  Tho  ftolen  plumes  I  fafely  wear, 

".  It  mayn't  be  fafe  to  borrow.  — — 
*'  But  hold — difguis'd  with  proper  care, 
"  They  won't  be  known  to-morrow." 

Difplaying,  then,  a  goofe's  tafte 

And  rumpling  ev'ry  feather, 
She  fought  the  muddy  pool  in  hafte 

And  plaifter'd  them  together. 

Dy'd  flut  in  grain,  the  dirty  elf 
Thus  fpoilt  the  decent  madam  ; 

Her  plumes  no  credit  to  herfelf, 
Nor  him  from  whom  me  had  'em. 


-< 


L  ON 
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• 
ON  THE  IMMORTALITY  OF  THE  SOUL. 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  LORENZO. 


O  Blind  to  truth,  to  fcknce  blind,  ;> 

The  fkeptic  tribe  of  human-kind  t 

Who  doubt,  Lorenzor  if  our  lot  .;t  yd  «iO  ' 

Be  here  to  die  and  be  forgo^-onio" 

Or  if  it  prove  our  future  fate        ^jft  , 

To  know  an  intellectual  ftate, 

In  death  to  perifh,  or  to  rife, 

Immortal  to  our  native  flues. 


Allur'd  by  wit  to  neither  fide, 
Be  reafon  our  impartial  guide  f 
Let  us,  Lorenzo,  fairly  weigh 
What  argument  hath  here  to  fax-"-' 


Haft  thou  poor  Dromio's  fophifms  got, 

Who  bids  us  vegetate  and  rot; 

Man  but  a  rank  and  ufelefs  weed  ? 

Prove  them  alike,  and  'tis  agreed. 

But  the  analogy  of  parts 

Is  all  that's  prov'd  by  flceptic  arts. 

Say  that,  «*  of  vegetable  race, 

«'  We  fpread  the  root  from  place  to  place  ; 

The 
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"  The  lovely  flow'r  of  beauty  blows, 

"  Twin  filler  to  the  province  rofe, 

«  Allures  at  morn  the  gazing  eye, 

"  That  ere  the  ev'ning  fees  it  die." 

Say,  "  years  difrobe  the  mantled  brow, 

"  As  winter  ftrips  th'  autumnal  bough; 

"  The  rough,  rude  blaft  to  both  unkind, 

"  Both  perifh  by  an  eaftern  wind ; 

"  Or,  by  the  ax,  untimely  blow ! 

"  Are  laid  their  fpreading  honours  low." 

Admit,  Lorenzo,  this  be  true: 

Go  on,  —  the  parallel  purfue. 

Say,  "  the  tall  elms,  yon  ftately  row,      '•  o:r  ^* 

"  Sweet  transports  of  fenfation  know  ; 

"  When  zephyrs  kifs  the  lily's  breaft 

"  The  lily's  rapture  be  confefs'd." 

Say  "  the  broad  oak,  when  thunders  roar^o  nolj 

"  Fears  till  the  thunder-ftorm  be  o'er  ; 

"  Confcious  of  doubt  and  dread  by  tuins^^^a^ 

*'  Stands  trembling  as  the  foreft  burns ; 

"  Alive,  awake,  to  nature's  laws, 

"  From  nature's  fcenes  experience  draws  i  &u  d 

"  Throbbing  its  trunk  with  hopes  and  fears. 

<«  Grown  old  in  wifdom  as  in  years  I" 

Is  this  abfurd  ?  abfurd  indeed  ! 

Lorenzo  how  unlike  a  weed  ! 

«33£  '   'tO    **    »Jfi'lb  Vttti1 

^  93filq  ol  dd£lq  cioii  jc-oi  arfj  basnc^ 

L  2  To 
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To  moral  arguments  doft  run  ? 

Here  ihall  we  end  as  we  begun.  y 

Sayfl  thou  "  the  virtuous,  when  they  die,     >iv 

"  In  their  own  right  afcend  the  fky  ; 

"  The  wicked,  here  unpunifti'd,  go 

"  To  torment  in  the  world  below; 

"  Heaven's  juftice  elfe  we  mould  arraign, 

"  And  prove  the  virtuous  good  in  vain." 

You  take,  my  friend,  for  granted  here, 

What  none  by  reafon  make  appear ; 

That  vice  at  God  Almighty's  hand* 

Eternal  punifliment  demands ; 

While  endlefs  blifs  beyond  the  fkres 

Juftice  beftows,  as  virtue's  prize. 

Juftice  !  Lorenzo,  what,  my  friend, 

By  juftice  doft  thou  here  intend  ? 

Her  fword  file  holds ;  but,  fay,  what  ails 

The  equilibrium  of  her  fcales .? 

How  low  the  one,  tho  empty,  lies, 

To  kick  the  beam  while  t'  other  flies ! 

lid  ife  w'O  ' 

Alas,  I  fee  by  what  eompell'd ; 
In  diff'rent  mediums  are  they  held; 
One  in  material  fluids  baoy'd, 
The  other  in  a  perfect  void  ; 
Weigh'd  in  eternity  and  time, 
The  punimment  againft  the  crime  ! 

Dare 
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Dare  the  felf-righteous  tribe  to  fay  y  mjrgTe  Jteiooio* 
That  heaven's  no  more  than  virtue's  pay, 
While  vice  demerits  endiefs  woe  ? 
Needs  God  a  friend  i  fears  God  a  foe  fcwo  tb/C.i  nJ  % 
Holding  vindictive  rage  in  ftore,        (b9?brw  srfT  < 
For  his  own  fake,  on  man  to  pour  ?  /f  tnsnno*  oT 
O,  No  —  unhurt  th'  Almighty  caufe,  .^J-J  * 

Or  kept,  or  broken,  human  laws.      fa  svoi    bo  A  ' 


Ceafe,  then,  prefumption,  to  contended  anon 

That  mortals  heaven  can  fo  offend,  v  ^/{T1 

As  at  an  infinite  expence, 

To  anfwer  a  finite  offence  : 

To  pay  the  fine  immortal  made  ;  ttsd  « 

Which  elfe  they  never  could  have  paid. 

The  dying  wretch  tho  tyrants  cure,      f}0L,  *»$„ 

But  tortures  longer  to  endure; 

With  nature  cruelly  at  ftrife 

When  criminals  are  quit  with  life  ; 

Can  God,  whofe  tender  mercies  flow  -yd  sfij  3b& 

O'er  all  his  varied  works  below, 

Whofe  loving  fcindnefs  all  confefs, 

Whofe  name  the  diftant  nations  blefs  tsa  itni*llih 

5ay,  can  this  God,  of  boundlefs  love,  .j.-rO 

Vengeful  as  earthly  tyrants  prove  ? 

O  fhame,  Lorcnzo,  fhame  to  all 

WJbo  cruelty  can  jjjftice  call  I 

J^  Such 
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Such  argument,  befide,  is  vain, 
Unlefs  the  premifes  were  plain  ; 
Unlefs  we  firft  could  make  it  clear, 
That  vice  can  ne'er  be  punifti'd  here? 
That  virtue  muft  be  ever  bleft, 
For  following  but  its  intereft  ; 
Or  that  we  truly  could  define 
That  juftice  mortals  call  divine. 

'zftDttLioM 

By  metaphyficks  dofl  thou  fhive 
To  keep  the  man  in  death  alive  ? 
Wouldft  thou,  fet  moral  pleas  afide, 
The  body  from  the  foul  divide  r 
Material  that  and  born  to  die, 
While  this  a  native  of  the  fky ; 
Objects  that  none  can  hear  and  fee 
Hence  claiming  immortality ! 
But,  fay,  is  thy  corporeal  claim 
Laid  to  the  matter,  or  the  frame  ? 
Is  it  the  fubftance  of  the  heart 
Or  make,  that  is  the  mortal  part  ? 
Doth  change  of  form  bring  death  alone  ? 
Form,  we  muft  immaterial  own. 
Iftotheeflenceoftheclay, 
Again,  mortality  we  lay, 
Doom'd  the  loath'd  carcafs  to  the  worm, 
The  fubftance  changes  but  its  form  : 

Through 


POEMS,  151 

Through  modes  of  being  given  to  range, 

Immortal  in  perpetual  change, 

Matter  by  all  the  fkeptic  crowd 

EfTentially  the  fame  allow'd ; 

In  death,  in  life,  our  fhame,  our  pride, 

In  various  forms  but  modified.  !Cf  'gniwoHrft  to? 

Say,  then,  the  matter  or  the  frame,   /luiiaw'ifiJi 

Or  both,  in  body  have  a  claim ; 

Nor  mortal,  nor  immortal,  we 

From  our  materiality.. rHft  a 

: 

Lorenzo,  doth  thy  bofom  beat, 
To  claim  in  heaven  th'  immortal  feat;? 
So  fond  of  thy  exiftence  here, 
Doft  thou  annihilation  fear  ? 
To  fall  as  undiftinguim'd  clay 
To  dumb  forgetfulnefs  a  prey  ? 
The  joys  of  paradife  in  view, 
Sayft  thou  "  thy  claim  nauft  needs  be  true, 
"  Elfe,  wherefore  doth  thy  fond  defire  / 
«  To  immortality  afpirer" 
Whatever  in  hope  be  heaven's  intent, 
This  is,  my  friend,  no  argument. 
I,  too,  perhaps,  fo  pleas'd  to  live, 
My  very  means  of  life  might  give, 
All  I  am  worth,  from  death  to  fave, 
If  hope  were  buried  in  the  grave. 

L  4  But 
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But  let  Lorenzo  never  truft  MX  atobwrfw  JaY 

To  wifh  or  hope,  however  j  aft  t  >myn:-) 

Nor  let  a  paffionate  defirffommi  Sk  sftit  • 

To  reafon's  fober  talk  afpirc.^nit  no'fcnq  f»noqrn3J  ElJ 

Wouldfl  thou  falfe  principles  defend,^  tut>  bisq  UiT 

Becaufe  they  ferve  a  pleafmg  end  ?     jtootfi  iljeab  bnA 

Who  loves  the  truth  will  fure  defpifo 

Her  caufe  to  reft  on  fpecious  lies. 

What  merit  doth  it  add  to  worth 

That  knaves  its  virtues  babble  forth  ? 

What  added  weight  or  confequence, 

In  fuffrage,  gives  the  fool  to  fenfe  J 

:OfrWm  ^dW 

Again,  is't  faid  "  fo  clofely  join'd 
"  In  life  the  body  and  the  mind, 
"  Reciprocally  form'd  to  bear 
"  Each  other's  weight  of  pain  and  care, 
"  Sharing  alike  the  mutual  joy, 
','  Which  either  wholly  may  deftroy; 
"  Since  thus  together  both  concur, 
"  We  know  not  either  to  prefer, 
*c  If  both  be  purpofely  combin'd,  .-niibo^if 

"  In  ufe  of  body  or  of  mind." 
Are  there  who  weakly,  hence,  fuppofe 
"  The  foul  no  fep'rate  being  knows ; 
"  But,  as  the  body  doth  decay, 
"  So  wears  the  mortal  mind  away." 


Yet 
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Yet  wherefore  might  not  at  our  birth,  osrmoJ  • 

Lodg'd  in  this  tenement  of  earth, 

Lock'd  up  for  life  th'  immortal  mind^oiftsq  R  . 

Its  temporary  prifon  find, 

Till  paid  our  vital  debt  mould  be, 

And  death  mould  fet  the  captive  free  ? 

Mean-while,  in  hope,  in  fear,  in  doubt,  ' 

Concerning  friends  and  foes  without, 

Prone  thro  its  prifon  grates  to  pry, 

It  fees  Time's  fcatter'd  ruins  lie, 

In  darknefs  and  confufion  hurl'd, 

The  embryo  of  another  world. 

Why  may  not  thus,  on  earth,  be  joinM 

The  body  and  the  tenant  mind  ? 

Th'  inhabitant,  with  coll  and  care, 

Keeping  his  manfion  in  repair, 

Us'd  to  the  dungeon  where  he  lies, 

And  prone  his  prefent  home  to  prize, 

Unknowing  whither  doom'd  to  roam, 

If  once  bereft  of  houfe  and  home. 

What  wonder,  then,  for  help  he  calls 

When  danger  threats  his  tott'ring  walls? 

Nor  ftrange,  if,  heedlefs  of  their  fate, 

They  tumble  on  his  warelefs  pate  ; 

Each  other's  mutual  firength  and  ward, 

The  manfion  and  the  manfion 's  lord. 

What 
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What  tho  we  hold  the  foul  to  be 

Attach'd  to  fenfibility,  F,^1O  ox 

Concludes  Lorenzo  ramly  hence 

The  foul's  as  mortal  as  the  fenfe  ? 

Alleging  that  "  in  life  we  find 

"  Perception  to  the  organs  join'd, 

*'  Poor  mortals  of  fenfation  void  r,  ^nsVwoVI 

«  As  thefe  are  damag'd  or  deflroy'd ; 

"  Therefore  the  foul  on  fenfe  depends, 

"  And  with  the  failing  organ  ends."  ?19/j  1v% 

Lorenzo,  thro  a  darken'd  glafs  ^  ^  J 

Seeft  thou  but  faintly  objefts  pafs  ? 

More  darken'd  yet,  doft  thou  confefs 

Thy  certainty  of  vifion  lefs  ? 

With  its  tranfparency  thy  fight 

Decreafmg,  till  obftrufted  quite  ? 

Suppofe  it  broke  or  let  it  fall, 

Doft  think  thou  couldft  not  fee  at  all  i 

Ridiculous !  when  objefts  lie 

All  open  to  the  naked  eye. 

,  ,  •  >o  nd>fi»i  oT 

Thus,  may  the  foul,  to  body  join'd, 
Be  deaf,  irrational  or  blind :  ,  >  , ., mulC(  ifjoCC 

But  take  th*  obftrufting  organs  hence, 
At  liberty  its  native  fenfe,  :,j  A  »' 

By  fits  no  more  it  hears  and  fees,  ,JH  r 

As  now  by  piece-meal  and  degrees, 

jy:  o^iv  tns Vjgrmfl  ai  I 

In 
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In  partial  modes,  adapted  here 

To  organs  of  the  eye  and  ear ; 

But,  intelleft,  all  ear,  all  eye, 

It  reads  the  wonders  of  the  flcy, 

At  once  what  nature  can  difclofe 

Of  fcientific  fecrets  knows  ; 

Now  fenfeand  fcience  both  combin'4 ^oni  top 

In  each  perception  of  the  mind. 

•  tikr  b  aiohiaiiT  *» 

But  here,  Lorenzo,  for  a  while 

Lay  by  the  metaphyfic  foil. 

With  this,  behind  our  darkened  glafi,'  ^  « 

Too  apt  to  make  a  blundering  pafs:         ^i£b 

By  much  more  anxious,  on  the  whole. 

To  guard  the  body  than  the  foul. 

Too  nice  th'  anatomizing  art, 

To  take  them  dextroufly  apart, 

Let  us  on  both  inquiry  plan, 

And  fcrutinize  their  compound,  man  ; 

Contented  from  his  prefent  ftate 

To  reafon  of  his  future  fate. 

Doth  Dromio  fay,  to  hold  difpute, 

"  Man,  if  no  plant,  is  yet  a  brute  ; 

"  A  helplefs  animal  in  birth, 

"  His  body  form'd  of  kindred  earth, 

"  An  animal  in  his  decay, 

"  His  ftrength  and  vigour  pafs  away; 

"  Equal 
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"  Equal  the  beaft's  fagacious  powers, 
•«  Orevenfuperiorofttoours." 
The  politic,  induftrious  bee 
Dofl  own  in  wifdom  rivals  thee  ? 
(Economy  fecures  from  want 
The  careful  and  laborious  ant, 
While  man,  with  all  his  boafted  fenfe, 
Riots  at  health's  and  life's  expence, 
Luxurious,  cafts  his  cares  afide, 
Or  ftarves  thro  indolence  or  pride; 
Here  no  pre-eminence  his  claim, 

Infeds  !  in  life  and  death  the  fame  ! 

Jiiu  m 


Is  there  no  medium  fndifpute? 
Muft  man  be  either  God  or  brute? 
Muft  we  with  burning  feraphs  join, 
Or  litter  with  the  grov'ling  fwine  ? 
Content  to  bear  the  flight  difgrace 
Of  mingling  with  the  brutal  race, 
Agreed,—  -for  once,  BO  longer  proud, 
Be  men  mere  animals  allow'd: 
Say  that,  more  helplefs  at  his  birth 
Than  ev'n  the  vileft  brute  on  earth, 
Man,  if  denied  the  nurfe'a  care, 
Might  have  run  wild,  a  human  bear  ; 
Have  beat  the  plains  in  fearch  of  food, 
Or  fooght  his  fhelter  in  the  wood  : 

Devoid 
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Devoid  of  language  and  of  art,  £^j 

Apparent  brute  in  head  and  heart.  .:,qolfm9 

Yet  toll,  Lorenzo,  as  we  find  n£  ^Hoq 

Some  little  difference,  in  kind  ;  ^  ni  nwo 
Man,  as  an  animal,  is  known, 
By  marks  peculiarly  his  own. 


Tho  both,  fharp-fighted,  gravrand  fat,  ,3|1  la 

Melinda,  and  her  tabby  cat, 

Tho  but  a  trifling  difPrence  feen, 

'Twixt  Pug  and  Faddle,  in  the  fpleen, 

The  wild,  the  tame,  the  great,  the  fmall, 

Included  in  one  genus  all  ; 

We  muft  not  hence,  my  friend,  infer 

Melinda's  only  born  to  purr  ; 

Nor  that,  becaufe  alike  in  ihape,        .r.  f{}|w 

Faddle  by  nature's  tut  an  ape. 

What,  if  a  monkey,  taught  in  France,  , 

A  modifh  minuet  could  dance  ; 

Or,  mifchievous,  mould  play  his  tricks, 

Vers'd  in  Parifian  politicks, 

Breakingthy  China's  brittle  clay,      ..^^  ^ 

Tho  fure  to  fuffer  for  his  play; 

Wouldft  thou  acknowledge,  hence,  to  m|^  -^ 

The  pert  baboon,  un  homme  d'efpri^  ^ 

Or  own,  on  this  fagacious  plan, 

A  monkey's  nat'rally  a  man? 


.• 


Let 
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Let  ram  polemicks  idly  prate  ^on.rfxi- 

Of  nature  and  a  nat'ral  ftate, 

The  arts  of  focial  life  defpife,  j  ?irfj  HA 

And  think  that  brutes  are  only  wife  ; 

Pretending  better  had  it  been 

If  kings  and  priefts  we  ne'er  had  feen  ; 

If  lavvlefs,  ignorant  and  wild, 

Man  had  been  left,  while  yet  a  child,       <i  svjlib  woH 

With  brutes  to  (hare  a  common  fate  ; 

More  bleft  than  in  his  prefent  ftate  : 

Go  thou,  and  aft  a  focial  part, 

Man's  nat'ral  flate's  a  ilate  of  art. 

'Twas  nature,  when  the  world  was  young, 

Made  loofe  our  firft  great  grandfire's  tongue  ;    osn  arT*- 

Taught  his  wild  fons  the  force  of  fpeech, 

And  gave  the  human  pow'r  to  teach; 

To  focial  converfe  tun'd  the  ear, 

Gave  mutual  love  and  mutual  fear, 

Infpir'd  the  hero,  warm'd  the  friend, 

And  bade  the  ilrong  the  weak  defend. 

'Twas  nature  gave  religion's  rule, 

And  bade  the  wife  condud  the  fool  ; 

In  juftice  gave  the  law,  to  fave 

The  weak  and  honeft  from  the  knave. 

'Twas  nature  rais'd  our  thoughts  on  high, 

In  contemplation,  to  the  fky; 

Taught  us  to  beat  the  wilds  of  fpace, 

And  worlds  on  worlds  in  ether  trace  ; 

Planets 
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Planets  and  funs  unknown  explore,  ?;>brm3loq  jft£i  jgJt 

And  hence  their  maker,  God,  adorflten  s  bn£  siutenlO 

All  this  you  artificial  call, 

I  heed  not  empty  terms  at  all :         uid  Jfirfj  dnrifo  hiiA. 

Call  it  by  whatfoever  name, 

'Tis  human  nature's  fpecial  claim :   "anq  bn«  agitbl  \ 

Say,  from  mere  phrafes  to  depart,      siongr  ^"blvygl 

How  differs  nature  here  from  art  ? 

noaimoa  &  3T£ifi oi  asduid  fbiW 
Within  the  folitary  wood 
Rears  the  old  brock  her  helplefs  brood  ; 
For  fafety,  fcouring  to  her  den, 
At  fight,  or  found  of  dogs  and  men  ? 
JTis  nature  warns  her  not  t*  expofe 
Herfelf,  or  offspring,  to  her  foes ; 
But  fends  her  to  the  fafe  retreat, 
Where  both  enjoy  their  reft  and  meat. 
Why  rears  not  man  in  foreft  wild, 
Or  acorn  grove,  his  fav'rite  child  ? 
But,  lodg'd  in  towns,  and  nurs'd  with  care  ;  ;b$d  baA 
Protects  and  feeds  his  fondled  heir  ? 
Experter,  fure,  were  human  race 
Jf  train'd  in  forells,  for  the  chafe ; 
The  chafe  that  might  our  food  provide ; 
And  what  need  animals  befide  ? 

aoii£lqm«o 

Lorenzo,  here  we  plainly  find 

The  characters  that  mark  our  kind.          -o  ebhow  l>nA 
•F«^  'Twas 
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'Twas  nature  knowledge  did  impart, 
Which  time  has  ripen'd  into  art : 
But  call  it  art,  or  what  you  will, 
'Tis  nature,  human  nature  flill : 
As  natural  for  us,  my  friend, 
To  bid  the  cloud-capt  tow'rs  afcend; 
To  bid  the  floating  caftles  ride 
On  moving  mountains  of  the  tide; 
As  for  the  bird  and  bead  their  food 
To  {eek  in  thicket,  plain  or  wood, 
To  build  the  neft,  or  dig  the  den, 
Far  diftant  from  the  haunts  of  men. 
Science,  difprove  it  thofe  who  can, 
Is,  therefore,  natural  to  man  ; 
To  other  animals  denied 
This  beft  and  worft  cxcufe  for  pride. 

There  are,  'tis  true,  who  gravely  hold 

«*  Grimalkin's  no  efTential  fcold, 

"  That  men  and  monkies  differ  wide, 

"  The  former  to  the  heavens  allied:" 

Striving  to  prove,  by  various  means, 

"  That  brutes  are  nothing  but  machines." 

But,  can  we  e'er  with  thefe  fuppofe 

Springs  lodg'd  within  the  terrier's  nofe, 

Direft  his  nimble  feet  to  go 

Where  the  old  fox  lies  earth'd  below  ? 


Or 
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©r  that  by  mere  mechanicks  Tray 
Purfues  his  mailer's  doubtful  way  ? 
For  me,  I  frankly  muft  impute 
True  fyllogifms  to  e'en  the  brute : 
A  pow'r  of  reafon,  fpite  of  pride, 
No  more  to  him  than  man  denied. 

So  much  admitting,  doft  thou  fay  ? 
"  I  fairly  throw  my  caufe  away,  » 

"  Unlefs  to  brutes,  heaven  alfo  give 
"  In  immortality  to  live." 
Lorenzo,  no.  — Tho'  lefs  refin'd, 
My  pleas  are  of  another  kind : 
Low  as  the  duft  tho'  here  we  lie, 
Yet  death  may  raife  us  to  the  fky. 
Is  man  a  worm?  'Tis  here  his  fate 
To  winter  his  aurelia  flate ; 
In  time  to  burft  his  cell  defign'd, 
And  leave  his  clay-cold  cafe  behind ; 
Flutt'ring  on  angel  wings,  to  rife 
A  bright  papilio  to  the  fkies ! 

Diftinguifh'd  from  the  beads,  my  friend, 

Experience  ev'ry  doubt  may  end ; 

Granting  "  by  nature  all  enjoy 

"  The  pow'rs  heaven  meant  them  to  employ ; 

"  Paffion  nor  inflinft  e'er  beftow'd 

"  On  man,  or  beaft,  a  ufelefs  load ; 

M  «  But 
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«'  But  ferving  animals,  in  kind,  b  :.£ra;n£  oT 

"  To  th*  end  for  which  they  were  defign'd."         np^ 
This  once  fuppos'd,  here  end  difputes  ;  .fftR  oT 

Look  round  among  our  fellow  brutes, 
See  to  what  point  their  labours  tend, 
And  how  in  death  their  talents  end. 
Perfeft  the  bird  and  beaft,  we  find, 


^  , 

Advance  not  here  their  fev'ral  kind  j 
From  race  to  race  no  wifer  grow, 
No  gradual  perfection  know  ; 

T'increafing  knowledge  void  their  claii%  1DO  -^  <VB<£ 
Still  their  fpecific  pow'rs  the  fame; 
In  th'individual  centred  all,  _:,on  3j.£W 

Tho  generations  rife  and  fall.  SmIoqo'a«IT 

Mean-while  by  obfervation  wife,      |0,r}',,a£m^  ilO' 
The  human  genius  never  dies  ;        .^  ..  ^no)9|od,w  ^(> 
But,  in  tradition  kept  alive, 
The  wreck  of  kingdoms  doth  fiirvive  ; 
Or,  glowing  in  th'inftruclive  page, 
Improving,  lives  from  age  to  age; 
Ev'n  giving  thofe,  who  greatly  know, 
An  immortality  below. 

What  idle  mourner  droops  his  head  ?•  v  j  a 

Is  Plato,  Locke,  or  Newton  dead  ? 
With  Plato  Hill  his  pupils  rove 

Along  his  academic  grove  ;  1£rfT 

With  Locke  we  wing  the  naked  foul,.  ^  i  ^/^ 

And  mount  with  Ncwtoa  to  the  pole. 

To 
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To  animals  of  ev'ry  kind 

Are,  then,  their  proper  pow'rs  affign'd ; 

To  aftuate,  ftrcngthen  or  reftrain, 

Nor  fenfe  nor  inftinft  giv'n  in  vain? 

Man,  as  an  animal  confefs'd, 

Diftinguim'd  plainly  from  the  reft, 

Behold  his  powers,  his  labours  here 

Prefumptive  of  a  brighter  fphere! 

Not  merely  to  this  life  confin'd 

The  aim,  and  end  of  human-kind  ! 

Say,  if  our  purpofe  but  to  live, 

What  mighty  help  doth  fcience  give  ? 

What  needed  more  the  human  brute 

Than  cooling  fprings  and  ftrenght'ning  fruit  ? 

Or,  fummer  paft,  the  diet  fpare 

Of  wholefome  roots,  his  winter  fare  ? 

How  need  our  better  reft  and  health 

Golconda's  or  Potofi's  wealth, 

That  facrific'd  that  health  and  reft, 

To  fetch  it  home  from  eaft  and  weft  ? 

Lorenzo,  fure,  if  human-kind 

For  this  life  only  were  deiign'd, 

As  well  we  ignorant  had  been 

Of  luxury,  the  bawd  to  fin  ; 

As  well  thofe  arts  had  been  without 

That  give,  while  none  can  cure,  the  gout. 

Ah  !  why  wa"s  fpeculation  given 

If  not  to  teach  the  way  to  heaven  ? 

M  2  What 
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bo  jdl  orfi  bfoiv*  o3  Ha  w'O 

What  need  have  animals  telo*Bin^im;m  n.j«  ^£  bnA 
The  planets'  paths  above  to  know  ? 
Or,  in  what  curves,  meand'ring,  rove- 
Satellites  round  the  orb  of  J°™\Q  ^nj 
Lends  Art  its  microfcopic  eye,       ^^jfc 
In  nature's  miniature  to  pry  I 
To  fee  beneath  the  civil  knife- 
The  butcher'd  atoms  robb'd  of  life; 
To  know  that  'fcaping  from  tne  fteel, 
Thoufands  may  perifh  at  a  meal ;       .^  QJ  jQn  jduob  | 
While  confcious  ev'ry  ftep  we  tread,      .^^.^  3jlY 
We  trample  hofts  of  beings  dead.  xM 

Ah,  why  this  knowledge,  given,  to  raifc     (^asM 
Our  wonder  to  our  maker's  praife  ? 
Why  hence  infpir'd  our  God  t'adore, 
If  feen,  in  death,  his  face  no  more  .  ^  bnj 

It  cannot  be.— Of  heavenly  birth, 
Science,  no  offspring  of  the  earth*  ^  srjrfw 

To  man  hath  Jacob's  ladder  given  ^ 
Reaching,  its  foot  on  earth,  to  heaven, 
O,  feize,  with  ardour  feize  the  prize ; 
And  claim  thy  kindred  to  the  ikies ;  fl;>jiw 

Genius,  Lorenzo,  yours  or  mine, 
Faint  image  of  the  pow'r  divine; 
Endow'd  with  ev'n  creative  power,          ^  ^^ 
To  form  the  beings  of  an  hour, 
To  people  worlds,  to  light  the  flues, 
To  .bid  a  new  creation  rife ; 
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O'er  all  to  wield  the  thunderer's  ™d>37££j  i)33n 
And  ad  the  momentary  God  \     ^^  .^ 


3Y01  /an  ..i?  Jfirfw  xri 

Ev'n  here  my  friend  doth  nature  s  plan,^ 

Prove  the  divinity  of  man. 

A  truth  that  genius  feels  and 

As  oft  as  with  the  God  it  glows.   ^ 

And  mail  t'oblivion  be  configri'd       ^ 

This  portion  of  th'  aetherial  mind?   ^ 

O,  no.—  Come  death  in  any  form, 

I  doubt  not  to  ride  out  the  ftorm  ; 


The  ihipwreck'd  body  to  furtive; 

My  thinking  part  Hill  left  alive. 

Mean-while,  through  all  the  modes  of  fenfe, 

Bear  me,  bold  Contemplation,  hence: 

On  thy  firm  wing,  O,  let  me  foar  ; 

And  idle  hope  and  fear  no  more.   iQ__  ^  ^^  ^ 

Bear  me  to  th'  ever-blooming  groves,      QQ  <33n*ks 

Where  Genius  with  fair  Science  roves  j  ^^  'fl£fl 

Where,  in  the  cool  fequefter'd  (hade, 

Sits  Refignation,  pious  maid; 

To  heaven  direded  by  whofe  eye,          ^      ^ 

When  drooping  nature  calls  to  di 

Let  this  my  lateft  wifhes  crown  ; 

On  her  foft  lap  to  lay  me  down, 

Whilfl  mild  Content,  and  gentle  Peace,  ^ 

Her  handmaids,  waiting  my  releaf^  3lo9 


MS  >a 
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Strow,  ftealing  round  with  fcfteft  tread, 
Their  grateful  rofes  o'er  my  bed, 
No  thorn  among,  to  break  my  reft  ; 
By  euthanafian  flumbers  bleft; 
Without  a  figh  at  clofe  of  day, 
To  breathe,  becalm'd,  my  foul  away. 


wak.W 

?OJ 


li 
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-I  gnitatttl 

CANDOUR,  PENS,  INK,  AND  PAPER, 

•>fnnft  ru»ih. 

A    FABLE.  rfSft£ 

«ttw£  fool  y«i  .i/«iis;>3d  .aiiir/jid  oT 

WRITTEN  IK  THE  YEAR   MDCCLXV. 

WHEN  ghofts  appear,  at  dead  of  night, 
Lo  !  Candour,  cloatbed  all  in  white, 

Stalk'd  up  to  my  'fcrutore  : 
The  Papers  flirunk  beneath  her  hand, 
The  Ink  turn'd  pale  within  the  ftand, 

Tho  black  as  jet  before. 

The  trembling  goofe-quills,  iri  a  fright, 
Their  feathers  Handing  bolt  upright, 

Like  Hamlet  in  the  play 

Cried,  ««  Art  thou?  —  Speak  —  a  fpright  of  health, 
««  Or  goblin  damn'd,  that  com'ft  by  ftealth? 

•«  And  —  what  haft  thou  to  fay?" 

«  I  come,"  faid  fhe,  "  from  St.  John's  gate, 
"  And  with  me  bring  the  book  of  fate, 

"  The  Ge'mman's  Magazine. 
"  Here  Samuel  J  -  -  n  -  -  n's  name  behold, 
"  The  firft  by  his  own  hand  enroll'd, 

"  In  Fame's  bright  lift  is  feen. 

M  4  Repeatedly, 
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"  Repeatedly  engrofs'd  you  fee 

"  Thefameby  H--kf---th,  L.  L.  D. 

"  At  Lambeth  dubb'd  a  doaor! 
"  He  who,  fo  learned  in  the  laws, 
"  Had  pradis'd,  had  he  found  a  caafe, 

"  A  client  or  a  proftor. 

"  How  dare  ye  then,  ye  mifcreants  bafi^-  -?  aaZ 
"  This  regifler  of  theirs  deface,      _''«** 

"  In  manner  fo  uncivil? 
"  And  thou,  vile  implement  of  wit*V   ' 
tf  Whofe  ears  are  cropp'd  and  nofc  is  fplity'ddoJI  *» 

"  As  raark'd  out  for  the  devil. 

"  He'll  have  you  all,  ye  carping  crew,    3  n^r 

**  And  your  uncandid  matter  too,  rfoi/3  ".^ 

"  With  envy  puff'd  ^nd  pride." 
Provok'd  at  this  outrageous  fib, 
The  Pen  turn'd  fhort  upon  its  nib, 

And  briftling  up  replied.  »  j$  .. 

•isi  --ud^T  JA  *• 

*  The  (individual  goofe-quill  thit  was  Inftrumental  t» 
the  writing  a  Review  of  Dr.  Johnfon's  Shakefpear. 
£fl3inJ  »  , 

o>hq 

-  ri  •• 

"  Sure 
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"  Sure,  madam,  you  ypurfelf  forget, 

-«'  Or  elfe  have  ta'en  your  evening's  whet  ; 

"  Can  Candour  be  fo  rude  ?  j  3^  » 

««  My  mailer's  fnug  in  bed,  and  I  9jj  *• 

"  Have  hardly  yet  had  time  to  try,  -,q  ^j^  ii 

"  Or  we  mould  maul  a  prude. 

"  SamJ--n--n!  madam.  —  Don't  you  know 
"  That  he  was  'peach'd  fome  time  ago, 

«*  Full  fifteen  years  and  more;jflfiifn  nj  *. 
«  When  he  and  Lauder,  link'd  together, 
"  Robb'd  Milton  of  the  cap  and  feather^  3tarfW  * 

"  Shame  forc'd  them  to  reftore. 


•  - 


«'•  When  Shakefpear  was  afTaflinated, 
«'  Such  crimes  you  alfo  faid  you  hated, 

"  And  wilh'd  th'  aflaffin  noos'd: 
"  And  yet  no  fooner  is  he  taken,  t«f 

*«  Than  you,  to  fave  the  culprit's  bacon, 

"  Complain  he's  hardly  us'd.r?  t 


4t  At  Tyburn  thus,  with  hearts  fo  tender, 
tj«fa$£hen  fome  flagitious  old  offender      Qnj,  ^^  + 

"  The  mob  hath  juft  harangu'd  ; 
"  The  wenches  fnivelling  cry,  in  truth, 
"  The  prifoner  was  a  hopeful  youth, 
"  'Tis  pity  that  he's  hang'd. 

«  Bat 
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"  But  know  that  Shakefpear,  foon  or  late, 
"  Shall  fully  be  aveng'd  by  fate, 

"  Without  your  gracious  leave  ; 
«'  Nor  fhall  e'en  Garrick's  kindred  worth, 
""-His  beft  interpreter  on  earth^x  «33 

"  Get  J--n--na  reprieve," 

. 
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RALPH  MOULSEY'S  DESCRIPTION  OF 
RICHMOND  PLAYHOUSE. 

,-*aw  im,\ 
WHERE  Hodge,  ye  great  oaf,  have  you  been, 

That  you  ha'not  yet  been  to  the  pJby-fia^O1  il 
The  playhoufe  at  Richmond  I  mean, 

Which  i'faith  is  moft  gallant  and  gay. 

We  mew-folk  have  feen  afore  now 

Enaft  kings  and  queens  in  a  barn ; 
But  this  is  a  palace,  I  vow, 

And  a  coftly  one  too,  as  I  learn. 

I  ftar'd,  as  you'll  think,  all  about, 

To  fee  fuch  a  wonderful  thing ; 
But  I  found,  when  the  fecret  came  out, 

'Twas  defign'd  to  be  fit  for  the  king. 

God  blefs'n,  had  he  but  been  there, 

And  the  queen,  I'd  ha'  gi'n  half  a  crown  ; 

For  they  come  not  to  wake  nor  to  fair ; 
And  'tis  miles  up  to  London  fine  town. 

Tho  elfe  there  were  fmart  folks  enow : 

No  wonder,  entic'd  by  fuch  fkill ; 
For  they  play'd  fo — I  cannot  tell  how, 

But  I  doat  on  that  Maid  i'the  Mill. 

So 
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So  fweetly  me  fings,  without  doubt  ^.^  ^ 
I  could  like,  and  I'm  furc  fo  could  you—  ^3o 

Could  a  body  but  bring  it  about  ;  ,.;  ,3 

But,  pize  on  it,  the  maid's  married  too, 


Yet,  ading  apart,  there's  the  fcenes,/,n{Jooq 
All  frefh  as  the  barley-mow  fign  ;  1 

Shifting  backwards  and  forwards  like  fereei^  10ij 
And  painted  moil  defperate  fine. 


Then,  fimple  tho  I  as  a  meep^  uablb  afift  arfj  nO 

The  man  of  the  mew  was  fo 
As  to  let  me  juft  have  a  bo-pe$pnoo-j  ^    gnift 

At  the  fine  ador-people 


There  I  thought  to  have  found  out  a  flam  ;  .  ,  -/ 
For  of  tinfel  and  flufFI've  been  told  ;  ,m£fl  8J 

But  their  drefles,  ecod,  were  no  mam  ;  -ojM9q  wj[ 
But  velvet  and  filver  and  gold. 

In.  the  green-room,  which  I  took  for  blue,    j^pj    Q^ 

Gay  ladies  I  faw  richly  drefs'd  ; 
And  fome  of  them  handfome  ones  too  ; 

But  their  manners  were  none  of  the 


For 
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For  a  lafi,  with  one  leg  in  the  air,  ^ 
The  other  knee-high  to  be  feen, 

With  her  head  leaning  back  on  her  chair, 
Look'd  li'ke  a  carvM  ivory  queen. 

Her  red  pouting  nib  lay  fo  fair 
For  a  kifs,  had  I  fear'd  no  denial  ; 

But  her  eyes  fparkled,  «  Do  if  you  dare,* 
So  Ralph  was  afraid  to  Hand  trial. 


On  the  ftage  did  you  fee  her  but  dance,  'V** 
And  fkip  here  and  there  like  a  vapour, 

She'd  fling  you  foon  into  a  trance, 
To  fee  what  you'd  fee  ev'ry  caper. 

For,  whifking  and  frifking  about, 
As  nimble  and  light  as  a  feather, 

Her  petticoat  makes  Tuch  a  rout, 

That  one's  heart  and  her  heels  go  together. 

So,  Hodge,  if  fo  be  you're  inclin'd, 
To  the  play  we  will  go,  lad,  together: 

Next  week,   if  I  hold  in  the  mind, 

And  God  fends  the  farmers  good  weather- 


. 


O   N 
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,rfjtfo?  oB-rcrnsgai  J.nsmsfc 
ON   HUMAN    CERTITUDE, 

ftbteoW  — — isvAflB  I 
AND    THE    UNIVERSALITY   OF   SCIENCE. 

Vifil  on  teal  JA 
AN    EPISTLE    TO    LORENZO.  : 

NOT  to  the  fount  of  Hippocrene, 

Nor  groves  of  laurel  ever  gre'en, 

Nor  where  the  fportive  graces  ftray 

With  flowers  is  ftrown  the  Mufe's  wajv^  ft*V3  moil 

Lorenzo,  no*  I  more  rejoice      ?  2uo~.ii 

At  Reafon's  bold,  and  manly,  voice 

Than  at  the  fofteft,  fprightlkft  air, 

Mirth  ever  fung  to  lighten  care  ; 

Truth's  fober  tale  more  pleas'd  to  hsac 

Than  all  that  tickle  Fancy's  ear; 

Tho  fuch,  to  babbling  echo  fweet, 

Aloud  the  public  voice  repeat. 

Her  numbers,  then,  let  Truth  excufe, 

Tho  rudely  fmg  th'  unpolifh'd  mufc  ; 

Carelefs  of  ornament,  and  proud 

To  differ  from  the  fing-fong  crowd, 

So  boaftful  of  the  poor  pretence 

To  fwell  with  found  the  ftarveling  fenfe. 

Truth  hopes  not  for  poetic  praife : 

To  fiction  facred  are  the  bays. 


Doft 
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Doft  thou  demand,  ingenuous  youth, 

What  is',  and  who  doth  teach,  the  truth  ? 

I  anfwer — Wouldft  thou  learn  of  me, 

'Tis  that  wherein  mankind  agree:     >    JHT  <IM  A 

At  leaft  no  fafer  truths  we  know 

Than  what  the  world  will  grant  us  fo. 

The  truth,  indeed,  as  fages  tell, 
Of  yore  lay  buried  in  a  well, 
So  deep,  that  hid,  for  want  of  lighty    '  ' 
From  ev'ry  peering  mortal's  fight, 
The  more  fufpicious  than  the  reft 
Conceiv'd  its  being  was  a  jeft; 
And,  as  no  foul  could  find  it  out, 
That  fadl  itfelf  was  all  a  doubt. 
Philofophizing  train  of  thought ! 
Since  by  improving  moderns  caught  ; 
Who  tell  us  nature  trick'd  mankind, 
When  giving  eyes  (he  left  us  blind  ; 
Heaven  making  fools,  and  thinking  fit 
To  play  upon  their  want  of  wit. 

. 

But  fure  we  boldly  may  receive 
As  truth  what  all  mankind  believe  : 
Su,ch  univerfal  faith  a  guide 
In  Ikepticifm  itfelf  implied. 

•yosl  no^iB.  oT 
Yet 
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Yet  fayft  thou,  "  till  the  world  unite 
"  To  fix  on  feme  one  rule  of  right, 
'*  Enquiry  ftill  is  at  a  paufej 
"  Still  vague  invejligation's  laws." 

Lorenzo,  all,  with  you  and  me, 
In  points  demonstrable  agree  ; 
Conviction,  right  or  wrong,  the  tefl 
Of  truth  in  ev'ry  human  bread ; 
For  what's  demonltratively  fo, 
Believers  ev'n  profefs  to  know. 
On  Science  hence  our  fearch  muft  reft ; 
An  univerfal  rule  confefs'd. 

Laid  then  thofe  fubtildes  afide 
Where  human  certitude's  denied, 
Inquiry  fafely  may  proceed 
To  form  its  fcientific  creed. 
Let  Prior's  Solomon  profefs 
His  fcience  all  uncertain  guefs, 
Th'  egregious  fophift  but  affirms 
A  contradiction,  even  in  terms : 
For  who  his  ign?rance  can  fuppofe 
Of  what  he's  confcious  that  he  knows  ? 

Doft  thou,  my  pupil,  ftill  delay? 
In  fearch  of  truth  afraid  to  ftray, 


If 
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IF  plac'd  belief  in  points  alone 
That  are  demonftratively  known  ; 
Thefe  much  too  few  and  too  confin'd 
To  ferve  the  purpofe  of  mankind? 

Lorenzo,  fee  to  common- fenfe 
How  juft,  how  gen'ral  the  pretence. 
To  nation,  climate,  age  or  fe£l, 
Unlimited  without  refpecl: 
Hence,  howfoever  wide  we  ilray, 
When  church,  or  fyftem,  lead  the  way 
All,  of  neceffity,  agree 
In  what  alike,  they  hear  and  fee. 
For  not  a  fon  of  Adam's  race 
Innate  conviction  can  efface. 
The  highland  loon,  the  lowland  lout* 
Wild  Irifli  fierce,  and  Cambrian  ilout, 
The  boor  that  Rhynland's  polder  drains, 
*Tho  reafon  {lumber  in  his  brains, 
All  the  fame  premifes  in  view, 
The  fame  conclufions  ever  drew. 

For  know  that  like  our  mother  earth 
Its  human  offspring*  at  its  birth. 
Where  fertile  clay  and  barren  fand 
Compofe  the  variegated  land, 
Tli'  unequal  flrata  of  the  foil 
Unequally  demand -our  toil; 

N  The 
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The  rich  that  toil  with  gain  repay ; 

Thrown  on  the  poor  our  pains  away. 

In  man's  uncultivated  mind 

So  varied  is  the  foil,  in  kind. 

The  flow'rs  of  fcience,  frefh  and  fair, 

On  fome  expand,  without  our  care ; 

On  others  fcarce,  by  culture,  grow  '  3J£u 

The  buds,  that  wither  as  they  blow. 

Yet  here  eflentially  allied, 

Howev'r  elfc  diverfified. 

The  fertile  marl,  the  fteril  fand 

Alike  the  feed  or  plant,  demand: 

Denied  alike  fpontaneous  grain 

To  Bergen's  rocks  and  Baise's  plain. 

So,  not  a  truth  innate  our  own, 

The  feeds  of  knowledge  muft  be  fown. 
Experience  flow  muft  fwell  the  root, 
And  tend  the  fibres  as  they  moot ; 
Or  fpeedier  aid  inftru&ion  grant, 
And  flips  of  foreign  growth  implant. 

.  IB! 

The  mental  and  material  claim 
Here  too  eflentially  the  fame : 
Grow  feed  or  plant  where'er  it  will- 
In  kind  'tis  propagated  ftill. 
No  foil  nor  climate  can  produce 
From  tares  the  barley's  potent  juice : 


To 
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To  thorns  no  culture  ca»  aflign  :iw  fioj  iarb  <foh 

The  purple  honours  of  the  vine.        .,  ^j,no  nv/oi/JT 

Thus  when,  by  fimple  nature's  aid,  ,sfn  flT 

Put  forth  fenfation's  tender  blade,         s/fe  gj  foj. 

If,  to  perfection  nearer  brought,         \  >o  ei'woft  ^Hl" 

It  bloom  and  ripen  into  thought,         ->crscptt  $rr 

Wherever  fituate  the  root, 

The  fame  its  intellea&al  fruit.  fBfft  t3bwd 

Its  tafte,  its  form,  perhaps,  we  blam**rjn:>fb  -57  jd  j^Y 

But  ftill  its  genus  is  the  fame  : 

In  this  no  poverty  of  foil, 

No  dulnefs  ever  mock'd  our  toil.         -.  bsa)  arfj 

•    ,  : 

If  vainly,  then,  in  lettei'd  pride, 
The  fcholar  deep  is  dignified  ; 
So  falfe,  fo  empty  the  pretence 
Of  wits  to  more  than  cornmon-fenfe. 
If  plain  to  th*  idiot  as  to  you 
Th*  immediate  objeft  of  his  view, 
While  ev'n  the  blockhead  truly  knows 
Far  as  his  little  fcience  goes, 
Confident,  fure's  our  confidence, 
In  fearch  of  truth,  on  comnion-fenfe  : 
That  gen'ral  index  to  mankind, 
To  tafte  and  genius  unconfin'd, 
Pointing  in  all  one  common  way, 
By  dullnefs  fliorten'd  but  its  ray, 

N2  Of 
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Of  wit  and  knowledge  all  the  end 
In  length  that  radius  to  extend ; 
In  ftubborn  age,  or  pliant  youth, 
Its  bearing  in  the  line  of  truth  ; 
A  needle  conftant  to  the  pole, 
Whence  beams  true  faith  upon  the  foul* 

• 

Doft  thou  objeft  "  if  common -fenfe 
"  So  plaufible  an  evidence, 
"  And  all  mankind  of  this  poflefs'dy 
«'  That  any  differ  from  the  reft  ?" 
Know  thou,  when  honeft  minds  diflent, 
Mifunderftood's  their  argument : 
Different  the  premifes  appear, 
Elfe  were  the  fix'd  deduction  clear. 
Hence  half  our  numerous  quarrels  rifej 
We  fee  not  with  each  others  eyes : 
So  that  precifely  all  alike 
Nor  terms,  nor  things  conception  ftrike* 
For  every  individual  draws 
His  plan  by  mere  perfpe&ive  laws  ; 
Fix'd  to  one  ftation,  time  and  place, 
In  pow'r  no  full  furvey  to  trace, 
The  falfe  miftaking  oft  for  true, 
Obferv'd  at  different  points  of  view. 
So,  when  to  cheat  the  partial  fight, 
And  prove  in  mirth  that  black  is  white,- 

With 
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With  lights  difpos'd  the  (hades  between, 

In  folds  is  fpread  the  artful  fcene ; 

Oppos'd,  the  colours  ftrike  the  eye,    i  ted*  i 

And  he  affirms  what  you  deny. 

Here  fpotlefs  all  appears  and  fair ; 

Perceived  a  total  blacknefs  there. 

The  demonflration  of  his  light 

Who  doubts  ?  who  knows  not  black  from  white  ? 

Thus  evidence  fupports  difpute ; 

Nor  one  the  other  can  refute. 

And  yet  is  common-fenfe  to  blame  ? 

The  premifes  were  not  the  fame. 

Were  thefe  alike,  tho  fay  you  err, 

Both  would  infallibly  concur : 

For  take  each  others  point  of  fight, 

And  fet,  at  once,  the  matter  right. 

Conceive  not,  then,  becaufe  we  find 
One  fource  of  truth  in  ev'ry  mind, 
We  e'er  mall  individuals  fee, 
At  ev'ry  time  and  place,  agree. 
As  foon,  amidft  yon  grove  of  trees, 
While  plays  a  conftant  eaftern  breeze, 
We  ev'ry  fingle  fpray  (hall  find 
In  one  direction,  weft,  reclin'd. 
For,  tho  to  truth  alike  our  claim, 
Pur  tafte  nor  fentiment's  the  fame. 

N   i  For 
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For  duflcy  green  the  jaundic'd  e^e 
Miftakes  the  clear-blue  fummer  flcy ; 
The  diftant  fcene,  however  bright, 
Is  darknefs  to  the  fhort-of-fight ; 
To  loaded  ears  as  whifpers  ftill 
The  clack  and  thunder  of  the  mill. 
Thus  loft,  as  colours  on  the  blind, 
On  dulnefs  qualities  refin'd  ; 
Than  mufick  to  the  deaf  no  more, 
To  ignorance  th'  abftrafted  lore. 
Hence  oft  objection  calls  us  out, 
To  fatisfy  the  blockhead's  doubt ; 
"Who  not  one  proof,  whereon  depend? 
His  fought  folution,  comprehends  : 
The  triteft  arguments,  of  yore, 
In  vain  repeated  o'er  and  o'er, 
Proving  how  fruitlefs  were  the  toil, 
The  jarring  world  to  reconcile. 
And  yet,  as  but  from  time  and  place 
Our  feveral  modes  of  thought  we  trace,' v 
Alas !  how  blindly  do  we  run 
Each  others  herefy  to  ihun  ; 
Our  own  our  glory  and  our  pride, 
While  curfes  all  the  refc  betide  : 
By  pious  children  doom'd  their  fire, 
By  fires  their  children  to  hell-fire; 
Heirs  to  falvation's  brighter  fphere 
So  ftrangely  damn'd,  and  damning  her-, ! 

Thus 
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Thus  .Calvin  ignorantly  raves 

At  fouls  which,  therefore,  Luther  faygj  ^  ^^M 

To  both  denied  Lord  Peter's  keys ;  asftfo  -arfT 

Who  Ihuts  out  hereticks  like  thefe.       Q}  ^^ 

And  yet  ev'n  thofe,  who  boaft  to  feel    ^  &^ 

Their  bofoms  burn  with  chriftian  zeal?bn£J  ^  , 

Who,  dooming  dervizes  to  hell,         ^  ^  ^ 

With  pride  uncharitable  fwell, 

In  Naz'reth  bred,  or  Bethle'm  born, 

Had  laugh'd  our  Saviour's  birth  to  fcorn$    ,,,on^j 

Mere  Turks,  denounc'd  for  you  and  me, 

The  bitter  fruit  of  Zacpn's  tree 

To  eat  with  fiends  below ;  the  doom    f  ^Q^, 

Of  Anti-Mahomet  and  Rome! 

Yet,  blind  as  Sampfon,  when  defpaif 

Had  funk  his  life  below  his  care, 

The  numbers  wanton  Gaza  loft 

Deftroy'd  but  at  his  proper  coft, 

Half-witted  Zeal,  of  all  the  teft, 

Jtfelf  condemns  among  the  reft : 

For,  if  requir'd  by  gracious  heaven 

Our  fervice  but  as  knowledge  given, 

Should  1  in  pope  or  mufti,  truft ; 

For  proving  to  their  tenets  juft, 

Your  rule  to  cenfure  me,  or  mine,     7b(irb  ?£/ojq 

Holds  the  like  condemnation  thine.       ^^  g 

Yet  ftill  more  wicked,  weak  and  blind 

This  reprobating  zeal  we  find  ;  ; 

N  4  When, 
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When,  void  of  truth,  abfurd  and  vain. 

The  tenets  zealots  thus  maintain. 

For  fure  ridiculous  and  odd 

That  zeal  precipitate  for  God, 

So  fhort  of  knowledge,  that,  indeed, 

Jt  underftands  not  ev'n  its  creed  1 

For  know,  whate'er  the  world  pretend, 

But  few  believe  what  they  defend. 

In  modes  of  faith  tho  falfehood  taught, 

Nonfenfe  is  equally  their  fault: 

Thoufands  by  forms  of  fpeech  deceived 

Ne'er  yet  by  mortal  man  believ'd  ; 

Creeds  penn'd,  as  faid,  at  heaven's  command, 

In  terms  no  foul  can  underftand  ; 

Or  fuch,  tho  thunder'd  from  on  high, 

That  plainly  give  themfelves  the  He. 

But  fure,  if  words  no  fenfe  convey, 

Faith  in  their  utt'rance  dies  away  ; 

Nor  can  a  fingle  fon  of  Eve 

Apparent  falfehood  e'er  believe. 

Belief  no  vague  declaimer's  rant, 

No  bigot's  creed,  no  fophift's  cant ; 

'Tis  not  the  fcnpture  text  to  quote ; 

To  get  our  catechifm  by  rote  ; 

O'er  homilies  to  fpend  the  day  ; 

Aj  midnight,  half  afleep,  to  pray  $ 

To 
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To  chatter  matins  at  the  dawn 
Or  gabble  with  the  man  of  lawn : 
True  faith,  that  confcioufnefs  of  foula 
That  times  nor  accidents  control ; 
Save  tho/e  adapted  and  combin'd 
To  root  conviclion  from  the  mind. 
For  know  that  neither  threat  nor  blows 
Sincere  belief  can  e'er  impoie. 
The  monk's  hot  zeal,  the  jefuit's  ikili 
Lead  not  conviction  as  they  will. 
Go,  turn  inquifitor  and  burn 
The  hereticks,  all  round,  in  turn  ; 
The  Turk,  refufing  to  refign 
His  fenfual  paradife  for  thine  ; 
The  Indian,  that  in  death -pretends 
To  viiit  but  his  former  friends ; 
Unlefs  his  faith  what  you  may  tell, 
Of  joys  in  heaven  and  pains  in  hell. 
Not  one  of  all  the  fufFering  tribe 
Thy  fentiments  per-force  imbibe. 
Howe'er  induc'd  by  hope  or  fear, 
The  mind  is  no  free  agent  here : 
To  change  their  faith  beyond  the  power 
Of  martyrs  at  their  dying  hour. 
How  idly,  then,  enthufiafts  rave 
Of  fyftems,  that  will  damn  or  fave ; 
Or  think  true  profelytes  to  gain 
By  torture,  gallows,  whip  or  chain ; 

Since, 
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Since,  ever  conftant  to  its  caufe, 
True  faith  depends  on  nature's  laws  $ 
By  nonfenfe  nor  caprice  mifled, 
The  honeft  heart  and  fober  head ! 
How  idly  wild  fanaticks  preach, 
While  ignorant  of  what  they  teach; 
The  fpirit  ne'er  aiFe&s  the  mind, 
Unlefs  with  th'  underitanding  join'd; 
Nor  hath  the  word,  if  void  of  fenfe, 
To  gofpel  pow'r  the  lead  pretence. 
Some  certain  meaning,  hence,  and  plain 
A  faving  faith  muft  needs  contain: 
If  fix'd  its  objeft,  fure,  no  lefs 
The  fenfe  of  terms  our  creed  exprefs : 
A  parrot,  elfe,  if  none  deceive  her, 
A  found  and  orthodox  believer ; 
Convinc'd  as  much  as  ever  yet 
The  Athanafian  paroquet. 
Let  not  fanaticifm  deceive : 
None  can  a  myftery  believe. 
Tho  plung'd  by  zeal  in  error  deep. 
While  common-fenfe  lies  faft  afleep, 
Their  faith  ram  bigots  ftrangely  boaft  ; 
The  ftrongeft  his  who's  cheated  molt ; 
Who  leaft  for  truth  prefumes  to  fearch  ; 
But  headlong  runs  into  the  church. 
For,  laid  thy  hand  upon  thy  heart, 
The  formule  of  thy  creed  impart ; 

Doil 
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Doft  thou  its  fubftance  comprehend  ? 
Lo !  all  its  myftery's  at  an  end. 
Jn  fpite  of  their  mifguiding  zeal, 
Here  to  their  hearts  let  all  appeal : 
Enough  if  juft  be  their  pretence 
To  honefty  and  common-fenfe : 
Here  refts  that  umpire  of  mankind, 
Confcience,  the  God  within  the  mind. 

At  eaftern  temples,  as  of  yore, 

Without  the  threftiold  of  the  door, 

In  reverence,  did  the  zealot  ufe 

To  doff,  and  leave,  his  dirty  ihoes : 

Like  him,  the  modern  faithful,  taught 

That  reafon  is  a  thing  of  naught, 

Left  they  mould  foil  the  church  with  doubt, 

Their  underftandings  leave  without. 

For  alk  who  thus  in  myftery  truft, 

If  Euclid's  dernonftration's  juft; 

If  truth  the  geometric  art, 

Or  fubtile  algebra,  impart. 

Unknowing  what  precifely  meant, 

They  honeftly  refufe  aflent ; 

Confefs  they  firft  muft  comprehend, 

Before  they  credit  or  contend. 

O  felf  condemn'd !  O  dead  to  fhame! 

Have  thefe  a  confcience  void  of  blame ; 

Who 
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Who  take  no  worldly  points  on  truft, 

But  fcruple  till  they  know  them  juft;  ,-oifj 

Yet  their  fupreme  concerns  will  reft  *m  | 

On  tenets  half  the  world  conteft ;  ;U>d 

Conviction  openly  defy, 

A  nd  with  their  tongues  their  hearts  belie  ?  ;y\  olA 

Thefe  the  true  faithful  mall  we  call? 

Thefe  have,  alas,  no  faith  at  all. 

For,  howfoe'er  with  art  they  ftrive 

To  keep  abfurdity  alive, 

Cloath'd  in  equivocal  difguife, 

Or  garb  of  truth,  their  fpecious  lies,  oiq  yrfT 

Still  common-fenfe,  unrooted  out, 

Will  find  a  flaw  to  fix  a  doubt : 

And  where  one  doubt  is  left  behind 

No  firm  belief  informs  the  mind. 

Yet  is  there  whofe  officious  zeal 

Pretends  a  confcioufnefs  to  feel, 

A  fix'd  internal  evidence 

Of  axioms,  hid  from  common-fenfe; 

A  ftronger  teflimony  given, 

By  infpiration  breath'd  from  heaven  ? 

Lorenzo,  neither  you,  nor  I, 

What  God  reveals  can  e'er  deny. 

But  here  how  needful  to  be  wife 

TO  know  where  revelation  lies. 

. .  fasfl. 
Art 
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Art  thou  thyfelf  infpir'd  by  Heav'n? 

Tell  me  what  certain  proof  is  given. 

Doft  thou  intuitively  view 

What  reafon  tells  thee  muft  be  true? 

No  revelation  here  requir'd, 

How  proves  fuch  truth  that  thou*rt  inipir'd? 

For  why  infpir'd,  if  but  to  tell 

What  reafon  might  have  told  as  well  ? 

As  truth  beholds  thy  mental  eye 

What  feems  to  all  the  world  a  lie  ; 

Thy  proof  imagination  ftrong  ? 

Here  alfo  may'ft  thou  ftill  be  wrong. 

If  heaven  hath  ever  fir'd  conceit, 

Brandy  has  alfo  done  the  feat. 

Nay  oft  th'  infatuate-of-brain, 

Of  heav'n's  prefum'd  injunctions  vain, 

Have  madly  broke  its  dread  commands. 

And  dipt  in  blood  their  murd'ring  hands, 

If  God  or  devil  then  infpire, 

Of  reafon  ftill  we  mud  inquire : 

And  reafon  doubtlefs  would  reply, 

"  Heaven  never  yet  reveal'd  a  lie." 

On  others  gifts  confiding  more, 

Doft  give  thine  own  pretenfions  o'er? 

Doft  from  th'  infpir'd  thy  faith  receive, 

And  pin  it  on  thy  neighbour's  fleeve? 

Reafon  or  heaven  muft  tell  thee  too, 

If  fuch  be  more  infpir'd  than  you. 

"  Where 
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"  Where  then  the  proof?"  I  frankly  own, 
Tome,  yet  uninfpir'd,  unknown: 
Such  guides,  to  me,  by  madnefs  fir'd, 
As  madmen,  with  the  Turks,  infpir'd. 

In  fpite  of  Middleton  and  Hume, 
Doil  thou  on  miracles  prefume  ? 
To  revelation  thefe  thy  guide; 
Thy  faith  by  wonders  verified. 
Go  thou,  and,  eafy  of  belief, 
My  comrade  afk  if  I'm  a  thief. 
If  infpiration's  falfe  and  true, 
Sure  miracles  fufpicious  too; 
And,  hence;  thy  conduft  moft  abfurcf, 
To  take  for  one  the  other's  word. 
Our  fouls  how  long  to  damn  and  fave, 
Hath  fubtile  prieftcraft  play'd  the  knave ! 
Its  pupils  train'd,  from  early  youth, 
T*  equivocate  and  hide  the  truth; 
To  praftife  the  deception  nice, 
Of  tricking  hand,  or  quaint  device; 
To  cheat  the  palate,  nofe  and  eye, 
And  gild  that  dirty  pill,  a  lie! 
Yet  doft  thou  miracles  maintain  ? 
Be  here  thy  definition  plain : 
The  mufe  difdaining  to  reply 
To  fuch  as  mock  the  naked  eye. 
Events  as  miracles  doft  own, 
Whofe  caufe  immediate  is  unknown  ? 

Or 
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Of  is  thy  faith  eftablifh'd  more  "jrfW  *' 

On  actions  ne'er  perform'd  before  ? 
.  Alas,  my  much-believing  friend, 
The  times  of  yore  might  thefe  defend  3 
When  heretic  free-thinkers  rofe, 
That  dar'd  the  holy  church  oppofe; 
For  infidelity  renown'd, 
Averting  that  the  globe  was  round  ; 
Vile  herefy!  whence,  doom'd  to  hell, 
Upfal's  good  biihop  martyr  fell : 
Wretches,  fo  impious  as  to  hold, 
The  earth  about  its  axis  rolPd, 
And,  as  the  years  their  courfes  run, 
Still  took  its  journeys  round  the  funj 
Vile  herefy !  for  which,  'tis  faid, 
Old  Galileo  too  had  bled, 
Had  not  the  fage,  more  loth  to- die, 
Recanting,  damn'd  it  for  a  lie*. 
In  days  of  ignorance  like  thefe, 
When  legends  had  the  power  to  pleafe  ; 
While  love  of  wonder  falv'd  deceit, 
And  gudgeons  fwallow'd  whole  the  cheat  J 
How  little  flrange  that  monks  and  fryars 
Should  prove  miraculoufly  liars; 

. 

*  Ego,  Galileo,  corde  fmcero  et  fide  non  flfta,  abjuroa 
maleUico  et  deteilor  fupradiftos  errores  et  haerefes* 

3  i  mi  91069 

Or 
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Or  converts  to  divines  fb  fad 
Turn  out  miraculoufly  mad  ! 
But  now,  a  century  worn  away, 
Time  working  wonders  ev'ry  day, 
The  vaft  difcov'ries  years  have  made 
Have  fpoilt  the  wonder-monger's  trade. 

Wouldft  thou,  fmce  fafts  fo  flrange  of  yore 

Are  now  miraculous  no  more, 

Thy  genuine  miracles  define 

As  real  acls  of  power  divine, 

Th'  effefts  of  fome  immediate  caufe, 

In  facl  tranfgreffing  nature's  laws  ? 

How! — did  th'  omnipotent,  on  high, 

Let  thofe,  his  laws,  at  random  fly : 

Or  was  his  providence  fo  blind 

To  what  omnifciency  defign'd, 

That  ftill  his  fov'reign  will  attends 

To  flrike  his  foes  or  fkreen  his  friends  ; 

That  pow'r  beyond  th' Almighty's  art 

To  nature's  fyftem  to  impart; 

Needful  heaven's  arbitrary  fire 

To  blail  a  fig-tree  or  a  liar  ? 

Lorenzo,  be  not  thou  fo  vain, 

To  think  thus  brittle  nature's  chain; 

From  which  whatever  link  we  ftrike, 

Tenth  or  ten  thoufandth,  broke  alike, 

Connecting 
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Connecting  fyftems  all  deftroy'd, 

Unballanc'd  worlds  would  flrow  the  void, 

To  atoms  burft !  reftor'd  again 

Old  Chaos  to  his  ancient  reign, 

Unlefs,  in  time,  the  God  attend 

The  works  of  his  own  hand  to  mend. 

Alas,  how  blafphemous  to  fay 

That  heaven  can  fave  no  other  way ; 

Or  that,  for  trifles  or  in  joke, 

Creation's  facred  order's  broke. 

For  do  we  not,  in  fa&,  confefs, 

If  God  may  nature's  laws  tranfgrefs, 

The  wife  creator  wanted  fkill 

His  vaft  intentions  to  fulfil,  i 

Or  that  th'  intention,  tho  his  own, 

Was  in  th'  extent  to  him  unknown  ? 

Or,  Hill  more  impioufly,  imply 

That  heaven  can  give  itfelf  the  lie  ? 

Say,  then,  that  miracles  there  be  j 

They're  but  miraculous  to  thee : 

So  many  links  conceal'd  remain, 

Which  form  the  complicated  chain, 

True  caufes  and  effecls  between, 

In  nature's  providential  fcene. 

What  tho  without  an  obvious  caufe 

We  fee  inverted  cuftom's  laws, 

Muft  we  immediately  infer 

That  nature  from  itfelf  can  err  ? 

O  Commanded 
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Commanded  by  the  word  divine, 

Say  water  chang'd  itfclf  to  wine  ; 

Graves  open'd  wide  their  pond'rous  jaws  ; 

A  breath  the  fole  apparent  canfe. 

Ah,  who  fhall  boaft,  that  God  revere, 

Creation's  laws  were  broken  here?  >iJ  te3bibS 

Might  not  ten  thoufand  fprings  unite, 

Caufes  too  fine  for  mortal  fight, 

Such  varied  wonders  to  produce  ; 

To  providential  ends  of  ufe  :  i^al/l 

Form'd  when  by  heaven,  its  power  difplay'd,  ibfi  c 

The  earth's  foundation  nrik  was  laid : 

Or  when  that  logos  was  defign'd 

By  miracles  to  fave  mankind. 

.  sv,  vs^^srt  no  steifo  lol 
Think  not,  Lorenzo,  nature  flrays 
Whene'er  the  world  is  in  amaze. 
Extend  thy  view  from  pole  to  pole: 
See  one  great  miracle  the  whole ; 
Where  all  events  their  caufe  fucceed, 
As  once  the  great,  firft-caufe  decreed  ; 
Where  order  ftill  from  order  flows, 
And  never  interruption  knows; 
Capricious  but  to  mortal  fenfe 
The  harmony  of  providence. 

,,l;rfW 

How  ftrangely,  therefore,  bigots  err 
Who  wonders  to  plain  fafts  prefer; 

4  With 
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With  lift'ning  ear,  who  love  to  range, 
And  greedy  eye,  for  all  that's  flrange  ; 
Rejecting  their  creator's  plan, 
The  voice  of  God  for  that  of  man  !     :ot  srlt  ifor 

llsrfl  oriw 

Befides,  thy  miracles  confin'd 
To  former  ages  of  mankind, 
Nature  in  thefe  our  latter  days 
Unmov'd  by  prayer,  and  deaf  to  praife, 
Ne'er  turning  back,  nor  led  afide, 
To  help  our  wants,  or  footh  our  pride  ; 
But  keeping,  pack-horfe  like,  its  track, 
Bearing  the  world  upon  its  back : 
Say  fuch  to  revelation  guide; 
For  thefe  on  hear-fay  we  confide : 
In  want  of  proof,  on  truft  muft  take 
For  honeft  jew  or  gentile's  fake  ; 
Since,  howfoe'er  the  truth's  conceal'd, 
None  truft  in  miracles  reveal'd ; 
Unlefs  learn'd  Jortin's  fcheme  may  pafs 
Of  dreaming  Balaam's  talking  afs. 
Doit  thou,  fecure,  hiftorians  truft  ? 
How  know  we  if  their  tale  be  juftt 
From  num'rous  caufes  prone  to  err, 
Dubious,  alas,  what  thefe  aver. 
What  from  deception  e'er  can  fave 
The  man  whofe  truft  is  in  a  knave  ? 

'•*  siabnow 
AiW  02  To 
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To  falfehood  he  how  oft  a  tool   onsiwcjx^  ^«tg  moil 

Whofe  confidence  is  in  a  fooH  ?  otsosig  \o  atrg  silT 

And  fhould,  themfelves,  the  honeft  fpeak;  .;»ial  moil 

The  honeft  may  be  blind  or  weak; 

Be  led  a  vifionary  dance,    moii  b'-wovsu  * 

Like  Peter,  in  prophetic  trance;  is  *ib  ba»afob  faloibS 

Or  Paul,  that  fometimes  hardly  knew 

If  what  he  faid  was  falfe  or  true; 

Inconfcious,  his  own  word  to  take, 

If  fall  afleep  or  wide  awake,      avoiqli 

My  friend,  no  wonder,  then,  at  all,  ^wi  ni  «i»^  bnflf 

Adventures  ftrange  Ihould  fuch  befal ; 

Or  that,  by  wild  opinions,  they,  noiiqaaiaq  bbri  ysW 

From  truth  are  blindly  led  aftray^no^  v&m.  no~i£3i  liiT 

Who,  like  old  wives  in  winter  nights, 

Hear,  fee,  and  feel,  and  chat  with  fprights. 

Their  prudent  caution,  therefore,  juft, 

Who  waking  dreamers  feldom  truft; 

To  whom  light  vifions  faft  may  fcem, 

And  faft  itfelf  an  idle  dream. 

In  awful  reverence,  yet,  we  own 
The  power  and  will  of  God  unknown; 
Confin'd  not  to  the  narrow  bound 
Of  reafon's  moil  extenfive  round; 
Active  a  thoufand  ways  befide ; 
Beyond,  unknown  how  far  and  wide. 

From 
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From  grey  experience,  hence,  conceal'd  ExJorfjAUl  oT 
The  gifts  of  grace  to  babes  reveal'd  paabBnoa  atorfW 
From  fcience  hid  that  facred  fire  ---idrij  tbluojft.  bhA 
Heaven's  chofen  fervants  doth  infpird;xsm  Jbnoii 
Who,  highly  favour'd  from  above,  rsnoiiiv  &  ba! 
Behold  defcend  th'  all-quickening  dove, 
Or  cloven  tongue  ;  the  fpiritual  boaft  -oi  i£/i?  Jus*?  iG 
Of  brethren  in  the  Holy  Ghoft. 
Lorenzo,  then  let  you,  nor  I, 

Unlefs  we  can  difprove,  deny.  10  qsaJtts  IU1  11 

And  yet,  in  fearch  of  truths  unknown, 
Experience  be  thy  guide  alone  ;  irstfi  ?.3iu; 

Nay  held  perception  in  fufpenfe 
Till  reafon  may  confirm  the  fenfe  : 
By  fcience  only  unconfin'd 
When  God,,  himfelf,  informs  the  mimd.bnR  ^^ 
t&u[  ,9Toldis»; 

raci  ID  gai^jsv/ 

m  fa.  •  *>  ^ii  .rcori  ^« 

,<n* 

nwo  9w  »vii  IH!W 

>lii  /'jifi-19'woiq 
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VERSES  ON  READING  LORD  LYTTELTON'S 
NEW  DIALOGUES  OF  THE  DEAD,  AND 
SEEING  HIS  LORDoHIP'S  PICTURE  AT 

W--- 'S. 


ARE  thefe  the  Dialogues  of  the  Dead  ?iiU4L>  ' 

The  fpeakers  are  alive, 
And  fay  what,  ages  paft,  they  faid, 

Again  in  fixty-five. 

-vv^-WIWg. 
Such  converfe  charms  in  ev'ry  page, 

No  wonder  all  admire  it: 
>Tis  ftrange  though,  where,  in  this  dull  age, 

His  Lordfhip  mould  acquire  it. 

He  deals  not  with  the  devil,  they  fay, 

Yet  I  was  once  in  doubt ; 
But  in  Great  Queen-ftreet,  t'other  day, 

I  found  the  fecret  out. 

Calling  at  W »s,  behold 

The  man,  to  rife  unable ; 
Yet,  rais'd  by  him,  the  dead  of  old, 

Were  rangM  around  the  table. 

Above 
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Above  him,  juft  about  to  write, 

With  countenance  obfervant, 
JLord  Lyttelton  fat,  full  in  fight—    q  -J^Q  832J 

"  My  Lord,  your  humble  fervent." 


Touch'd  by  the  artift's  curious  hand, 

Each  ven'rable  antique 
So  looks,  his  thoughts  you  underfland, 

And  think  you  hear  him  fpeak. 


Can  then  his  Lordfhip  fail  to  write, 

As  ancient  Sages  fay, 
The  gems  of  W in  his  fight 

Remaining  night  and  day? 


• 
L  A  DRINKING 
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A     DRINKING     SONG, 

TRANSLATED     FROM     THE     GERMAN- 

LJ  E  T  Euler  go  meafure  the  fun, 
His  knowledge  mull  truckle  to  mine, 

I  meafure  the  fize  of  my  tun, 
And  know  it  in  bottles  of  wine. 


Let  Meyer  chop  logic  for  nought, 

A  fyllogift  is  but  an  afs  ; 
While  I,  without  wafting  a  thought, 

Infer  from  the  bottle  the  lafs. 


Let  Haller  mifpend  half  his  time, 

O'er  mcfs,  weeds,  and  rubbifli  to  pore; 
I  only  feek  out  for  a  rhime, 

As  he,  wifer  once,  did  before. 

d  gflbcfuoi)  !oVL> 
Let  Bodmer  his  inference  draw, 

And  ftoutly  with  cafuifts  fight; 
He  might  as  welt  balance  a  ftraw, 

He'll  never  put  folly  to  flight. 

i-'j  jnantr  slirfw  ,io1 
And  in  ages  to  come,  tho  they  cry, 

"  Such  men  when  again  /hall  we  fee!" 
While  I  am  forgot  —  What  care  I  — 
•  What  are  ages  to  come,  pray,  to  me?  THE 
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THFHARE   AND   THE    CROW. 

A      FABLE. 

• 
TRANSLATED    FROM    THE    LATIN    OF    FATHER 

DESBILLONS. 


IHE  flow'ry  meads  were  in  their  primes-old 
And  leverets  crept  the  fragrant  thyme, 
When,  high  in  air,  a  medling  crow  -     " 

Saw  pufs  fecurely  feaft  below  ; 
Meanwhile  the  hunters,  from  afar,     uorbiw  «I  ; 
Let  loofe  the  yelping  dogs  of  war.  ;noit  M 

*'  Alas,  poor  hare!  ere  yet  too  late 
"  O  let  me  warn  thee  of  thy  fate." 
Exclaim'd  the  crow  ;  and  quick  defcended, 
To  give  the  good  advice  intended. 
The  hare,  alarm'd,  with  fpeed  withdrew, 
Not  doubting  but  the  tale  was  true  : 
Whereas,  in  truth,  th*  unkennell'd  pack 
Had  ta'en,  full  cry,  a  different  tracks  ^[juoft  jbnA 
But  now,  to  mount  on  wing  again, 
The  ftruggling  crow  attempts  in  vain  ;      ;w»n  II 
For,  while  intent  t'advife  the  hare, 
She  lighted  on  the  fowler's  fnare  ; 
And  found,  at  length,  herfelf  the  bubble 
Of  all  her  needlefs  pains  and  trouble. 

Who 
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Who  meddle  thus  with  others  cares, 

Too  oft  neglea  their  own  affairs : 

But  who  abroad  for  bufmefs  roam,       \T  y[Q  ^ 

Should  nothing  leave  undone  at  homc«   ;    MO 


A  r 


n 


*':J— . 


TO 

. 


POEMS,  203 

»rfW  •< ' 

TO  ANEW-MARRIED  LADY,  WHO  INSISTED 
ON  THE  AUTHOR'S  WRITING  A  SONG 
ON  HER. 

M  DCC  LVIII. 

OF  unmarried  ladies,  good-natur'd  and  gay, 
I  often  have  fung,  as  a  body  may  fay; 
But  now  I  muft  fmg,  as  I  would  for  my  life, 
Of  notable  Nancy,  a  new-married  wife. 

"A  wife!  Man. — A  wife!  —  as  I  hope  to  live,  fee, 
'«  Put  in  fuch  a  word  and  I'll  never  forgive  ye — ." 
Why,   Madam,   your  hufband — "My  hufband!   O 

Lurd! 
"  That's  juft  fuch  another  prepofterous  word. 

"  The  lines  of  a  fong  mould  run  fmooth  and  de 
lightful  : 

"  But  huiband!  and  wife!  wife  and  hufband!  Oil 
frightful! 

"  Tis  true  Mr.  K.  I  ne'er  faw  you  till  lately, 

"  But  I  vow  and  proteft,  from  this  time  I  mall  hate  ye. 

"  No  doubt  but  you'll  pen  it  all  down,   in  your 

raillery, 

"  How  we  climb'd  up  like  fools  to  look  over  the  gal 
lery; 

"At 
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"  At  the  top  of  the  houfe,  at  the  top  of  the  hill; 

"  Where,  for  want  of  my  dinner,  you  know  I  was  ill: 

.jzHflifi  sfirrfJor*  ifl^'eM  ,3inT 

«  For  their  Ham  was  fo  bad,  and  their  Liflxm  fo 

prick'd, 
*'  That  the  vintner  and  cook,    both  deferv'd  to  be 

kick'd; 

"  Which  made  me  fitglouting  and  pouting,  as  four 
"  As  the  white  wine  itfelf,  for  at  leaft  a  full  hour. 

"  Then  truly,  at  laft,  when  things  came  on  the  table, 

"  For  my  part  I  fat  like  the  afs  in  the  fable;  • 

"  Ducks,  pullets,  fcotch-collops !  and  yet,  with  all 

that, 
"  The  vittles  for  fix,  one  might  put  in  one's  hat: 

"  Then  fuch  bad  attendance  !  the  difhes  fo  fmall! 

"  Not  turnips  enow,  and  no  carrots  at  all! 

"  The  beef  upon  table,  and  they  in  the  pot! 

*'  And  then  the  defert,  with  —  no  fruit  to  be  got! 

"  The  French  wine  too,  adding  fome  crowns  to  the 

charges, 

•*  You  gentlemen  faid,  was  no  better  than  verjuice: 
"  For  which  I  remember  you  rav'd  at  the  hoft; 
"  Tho  you  might  juft  as  will  have  e'en  talk'd  to  the 

port. 

"  I  war- 
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«'  I  warrant  you  would,  if  you  could,  and  had  time, 
"Put  this  odd-come-ftiortly  fine  fluff  into  rhime." 
True,  Ma'am,  and  as  you  can.  take  nothing  amifs, 
Oblige  me,  and  make  a  cantata  of  this. 


OJ  b'viabb  ibod;   ^oo  ;nrr&b  uwIT  *' 
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ON   A  CERTAIN   MUSICIAN'S  TURNING 
POET. 


IN  vain  of  late  did  Dr.  B  ---  n, 

Amufe  awhile  the  gaping  town, 

With  Poetry  and  Mulick  : 
King  David,  in  the  cure  of  Saul,  * 
So  hideoufly  did  fqueak  and  fquall, 

It  would  have  made  a  Jew  fick. 

'*  ?££1  ^rfllft  TJjO 

But  fee  at  length  both  arts,  in  one, 
By  great  Apollo's  favourite  fon, 

Moft  happily  united. 
Harmonioufly  the  fiddlers  play; 
But,  heard  you  what  the  fingers  fay, 

You'd  furely  be  delighted  ! 

Split,  then,  your  goofe-quills,  bards,  or  learn 
His  two-fold  art  from  Dr.  A  -  ; 

Go,  and  compofe  Sonatas  ; 
Or  foon,  I'll  hold  ye  feven  to  fix, 
Tenducci  with  old  fiddle-flicks 

Will  fcrawl  his  own  Cantatas. 

*  An  Oratorio  fo  called,   written  by  the  Dottcr. 


ON 
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ON   MORAL   SENTIMENT. 

AN    EPISTLE    TO    LORENZO. 

* 

HARK!  my  Lorenzo,  how  they  rage, 
The  pious  of  our  pious  age  ; 
Thofe  who  think  heaven  an  eafy  fool, 
Of  wifer  mortals  made  the  tool, 
Takes  counters  vile  for  current  coin, 
Our  filthy  rags  for  robes  divine ; 
We  made  its  joint  immortal  heirs 
For  penance,  paltry  alms  and  prayers  ! 
What  racks  their  difappointed  zeal 
Dooms  the  poor,  culprit  bard  to  feel ; 
The  thief,  whofe  rhimes  the  rents  have  dole, 
Long  mark'd  on  their  celeftial  roll  i 
So  angry  bees  take  fudden  wing, 
Furious  the  harmlefs  boy  to  fting, 
Who,  lefs  in  anger  than  in  play, 
Overturns  their  labours  in  his  way. 
Have  they  the  poor  their  farthings  lent, 
At  more  than  th'  ufual  cent,  per  cent.  ; 
Becaufes  the  promifes  of  heaven 
For  principal  and  intereft  given  ; 
Yet,  loth  to  mortgage  houfe  or  land, 
Dealing  ev'n  thefe  with  fparing  hand  : 

Hard 


—  —-  r— 
Hard  times  and  taxes  wont  to  moan,  - 

T*  excufe  their  adding  to  the  loan  ;       ,„  ^  -r  Hf 

Spite  of  hypocrify,  confefs'd 

The  world's  fecurity  the  be4  .? 

Vile  us'rers  !  yet  ye  think.it  hard, 

Your  virtue  fhould  not  meet  reward  ! 

I  think  fo  too  —  hence.,  hence,  to  hell, 

And  there  your  worth  to  devils  tell. 


. 

Do  here  th'  immoral  pertly  aflc,  \J\<4  «t& 

What  profits  rife  from  virtue'sjtafk  ? 
If  ««  vice  and  virtue*  blifs  and  woe 
"  Quit  fcores  effectually  below  ;  . 

««  While,  unafFeded,  heaven  furveys  ,.     .    .- 

"  Ls  ends  fulfill'd  in  human  ways."  Al&L 

Say  they  "  if  pain  give  pkafurc  birth,      n 
««  To  joy  proportion'd  grief,  on  earth;  ,a  orfT 

«'  Our  fufF'rings  all  comparative;  :.- 

"  What  matters  how.  th'  ungodly  live  ?          uygi-tfSf 
"  What  can  we  gain  by  felf-denial, 
«  Or  (landing  virtue's  fiery  trial  ?  "  aj;rf.w 

Virtue's  clear  gain,  my  friend,  'tis  true, 
If  any,  hid  from  me  and  y.ou, 
Lodg'd  in  the  dark,  decrees  of  fate, 
Awaits  us  in  fome  future  it  ate  ; 
A  gift  heaven  pleafes  to  bellow, 
Wholly  unmerited  below. 


So, 


POEMS.  209 

So,  whatsoever  diiPrent  ftate 
May  vice  in  future  life  await, 
Hid  in  the  counfels  of  th*  all-wife, 
The  reprobating  fecret  lies ; 
Predeflination's  awful  plan 
Beyond  the  fcrutiny  of  man. 

Can  yet  Lorenzo  weakly  dream 
That  ours  is  an  immoral  fcheme  : 
Becaufe  we  hold  that  joy  and  ftrife 
Are  ballanc'd  probably  in  life  ; 
Whence  equally  nor  bleft  nor  curil 
The  lives  of  th*  unjuft  and  thejuft? 
Shines  not  the  fun  alike,  on  earth, 
On  good  and  bad  of  mortal  birth  ? 
Falls  not  the  plant-enliv'ning  rain 
Alike  on  mountain-heath  and  plain  ? 
Tho  noxious  there  vile  brambles  Ihoot ; 
Here  fweeteft  flow'rs  and  choiceft  fruit. 
To  reafon's  fober  call,  my  friend, 
Did  the  blind  paffions  but  attend ; 
While  ever  prefent  to  the  mind 
A  full  conviction  we  might  find, 
"  That  in  the  luft  of  mere  defire 
"  No  certain  pleafure  men  acquire  ; 
"  But  what  in  extafy  they  gain 
"  They're  fure  to  lofe  in  future  pain;" 
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By  truth  enlighten'd,  hence,  to  fly 

The  diftant  evil  as  the  nigh,  qmo3 

Men  were  no  longer  prone  to  vice ; 

Now  ftript  of  all  her  charms  t'  entice  ;  fmS 

But,  arming  in  their  own  defence, 

Would  ftand  in  neutral  innocence, 

TI  arfT 

Thro  reafon  let  a  fenfual  eye 

Th'  enchanting  form  of  vice  efpy  ; 

Equivocal  in  make  and  face, 

Her  left  fide  doth  her  right  difgrace. 

As  form'd  to  give,  and  mare,  delight, 

One  blooming  cheek  doth  hearts  invite  ; 

While  roguifh  loves  in  ambuih  lie, 

And  dart  their  arrows  from  her  eye. 

A  polifti'd  arm,  a  taper  fide, 

Her  thigh  that  fcarce  her  garments  hide, 

Her  well-turn'd  leg,  and  ancle  neat, 

The  half  of  beauty's  form  compleat. 

But  ah,  the  contraft  fide  appears 

Worn  out  with  care  and  grey  witJi  years ; 

With  wrinkled  brow  and  fquinting  eye, 

Scowling  moft  haggardly  awry  ; 

While  hollow  cheek  and  noftril  maim'd,     vfno  gfffj* 

Notch'd  ear,  burnt  hand,  and  thigh-bone  lajri'<$, 

Difplay  a  wretch,  from  head  to  tail 

Difeas'd  with  many  a  defp'rate  ail ; 
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A  form,  which,  wrapt  in  fqualid  drefs, 
Compleats  the  half  of  uglinefs. 
Behold  the  charmer, — this  is  vice. 
Embrace  her.  —  Is  thy  flomach  nice  ? 
Too  often  paffion,  iingle-ey'd, 
Enamour'd  with  the  fairer  fide, 
The  monfter  clafps ;  till,  turn'd  her  face, 
We  ftarting  fly  her  loath'd  embrace  : 
Thro  reafon's  medium  only  ihown 
Her  real  form,  in  tints  her  own ; 
Which,  thus  difgufting  to  the  fenfe, 
Could  ne'er  beguile  our  innocence. 

Should  virtue,  then,  difown  the  mufe ; 

At  leaft  let  innocence  excufe: 

The  ftricleft  moralifts  content 

If  mortals  were  but  innocent. 

In  aftual  virtue,  true,  indeed, 

I  fee  no  hopes  we  mould  fucceed  ; 

If  once  by  reafon  grown  fo  tame 

That  naught  our  paffions  could  inflame. 

For  fay,  defires  may  not  extrude 

A  fenfe  of  moral  rectitude  ; 

This  only  points,  to  what  is  right; 

But  ne'er  to  virtue  can  excite. 

Reafon,  indifPrent  to  th'  event, 

Merely  beftows  its  cold  aflent; 

P2  As 
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As  far  as  truth's  concerned,  in  paffp  Hfi  -»w  norf) 
Speaks  to  the  head,  but  not  the  heart;  -'^  ^njvbnA 
Reafon  beftow'd,  an  humble  friend^Y  S-i 
Not  to  keep  faultlefs,  but  to  mend  ;  iqs  VMY 
With  hopes  to  cheer  or  fears  to  bind  .  isio  J  <2irfJ  zl 
Self-love,  a  glutton  deaf  and  blind;  .'JiqYwiJiiv  x& 
To  give  our  fccne  of  aftion  light;  eoowgcdm*  Jsifa  x$ 
To  check  the  fenfual  appetite  ; 
To  (how  us  what  is  good  and  fair; 
And  paffion's  blunders  to  repair*  nbfttal  lo  efts  16/iT 
ndV«9/i  moil  «&OK>Hd&q  n  v  .  >{aiHj  ioM 
To  virtue  fenfe  of  right  and  wrOn£iousn*kni  liva  nA 
Muft  of  necelfity  belong  f£q  inaiTlib  njoll  Jsil^  wonX 
But  from  this  knowledge  who  infer-'1  *•*&  duniv 
The  confcious  party  cannot  err  ?  jgnbuhsb  odi 
Nay,  founded  on  fuch  fenfe  our  claim  <  *&  ww 
To  bear  of  vice  the  moral  blame  :  :iftsq  nW 

The  fool,  the  mad,  do  what  they  will,  vHsw  zl 

Standing  excus'd  of  moral  ilLitunl  »Hl  ni  ii^ldon  arfT 
Say,  then,  the  virtuous  muft  be  wife;  ^  rt  ?9vi*oM 
In  wifdom,  fayft  thou,  virtue  lies  ? 
By  other  motives  muil  the  mind  •  wttitv  Ifiu 
To  virtuous  aftions  be  inclin'd,  •  ft  iMit  bo 
«<  What  other  motive  ?  "  doft  thou  aflc  ?  *>rv  T& 
Lorenzo,  difficult  the  tafk  ••>  c^iarfw  cli(A  dihtal  A. 
T*  unravel  here  the  human  mind  $  »  boog 
Its  moral  principles  to  find. 
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Sayft  thou  we  all  true  virtue  love  ;  «*dJuti  8&  is*  aA 
And  virtue  that  which  all  approve,  ^d  a/to  oJ  adfisqS 
Suppoiing  this,  yet  is't  with  you  b'wofbd  notes  fl 
That  very  approbation  toa had  <.efobI0fi1  qwi  oJ  4o#[ 
Is  this,  Lorenzo,  what  is  meant  ^oJ  saqorf  rfoiW 
By  virtue  (prung  from  fentiment  ?  *  ;:?;!g  £  ^avoi-li^ 
By  that  ambiguous  term  of  art  to  dimt  luo  ^vig  oT 
The  native  goodnefs  of . the  heart?  .^arij  dbsiboT 
Pride  not  yourfelve%  ye  pharifees,  xrfw  va  woift  oT 
That  adls  of  kindnefs  give  you  eafe-iJd  g'no^q  bn& 
Nor  think,  ye  publicans,  from  heaven 
An  evil  inclination^  given.  o  slnsfr  3i>Jir*  ot* 

Know  that  from  difPrent  pafllons  vicerjiftaD^n  lo  fiuM 
And  virtue  take  not  fep'rate  rife^iwofl.7i  sldJ  moii  JiiSf 
For,  tho  deducing  moral  ill       n  y:^sq  zuoblnoa  sdT 
But  from  th*  indulgence  of  the  will, 
No  paffion,  not  the  love  of  pelf,       h  wiv  lo  ifiad  o" 
Is  really  vicious,  ia.  itfelf ;         ob  ,bmn 
The  nobleft  in  the  human  bread, 
Motives  to  adlion  but  eonfeCs'd,  -ounrv  sdij  ,n»ri3  «xfi^ 
Howe'er  admir'd,  howe'er  approv'd,          .mob'hw  nl 
From  aftual  virtue  far  removed.          ^vhom  isdio  yS 
For  a  good  heart,  as  put  to  ufe>  :i  ^loifts  ZBOUJ  siv  oT 
vOr  vice  or  virtue  may  produce  ;       oat  tarfjo  JaiiW 
A  fertile  foil,  where,  taking  root,    -uoniib  tosnsio;l 
Jknts  good  and  bad  bear  equal  .fruit. aiarf  fowuiu'  *T 

obait  C3  ^iqiannq  Ijsio 

•  See  Hume,  on  the  general  principles  of  morals. 
fcu£  P  3  Narciila 
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Narcifia  boailed  once  a  mind,        -  oioft  .oimrort^  3ai2 

The  purcft  fure  of  human  kind, 

Till  growing  paffions  taught  her  breafl         "»VM  odW 

To  feel  for  all  that  feem'd  diftrefs'd, 

To  melt  in  tendernefs  of  grief, 

And  figh  to  give,  unafk'd,  relief. 

Ah,  fmce,  by  cruel  arts  betray'd,  *'-7  sloiiW 

How  low  is  fall'n  the  haplefs  maid ! 

Too'innocent  to  feel  diftruft,  ^o  aiH 

Or  know  how  difPrent  love  and  luft, 

Now,  by  her  tempter  ev'n  accus*d, 

See  her  abandoned  and  abus'd ; 

Her  open  heart,  her  generous  mind  rr?now  O 

To  proflitution  how  refign'd  ! 

Of  vices  glorying  in  the  fhame 

Her  former  felf  had  bluih'd  to  name  ! 

Alas,  for  pity  !  fee,  mean-while, 

At  loft  NarcifTa's  ruin  fhiile 

Gremia,  to  pity  never  mov'd, 

As  little  loving  as  belov'd  ; 

In  fpite  of  all  vile  man  could  fay, 

In  pious  maidenhood  grown  grey, 

Bleifing  her  better  ftars,  that  flie 

Still  triumphs  in  her  chaftity; 

Tho,  with  the  planets,  on  her  fide 

Ill-nature,  uglinefs  and  prWe. 

313V3    '(lihaviui  morfw  oT 

iqob  bfiftlbfiH 

See 
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SeePhormio,  floically  cold,  .ubn&t 

In  youth  by  conftitution  old, 

Who  never  yet,  his  heart  of  ilone, 

Made  once  another's  caufe  his  own  ; 

But,  living  for  himfelf,  or  heirs,  fmt  u 

Minds  nothing  but  his  own  affairs :  ,;r  i>n& 

Whofe  word  to  take  not  faithlefs  Jews,          ,33 ail  ,d'A 

For  more  than  heaven  is  worth,  refufe;  ,     .  < 

His  credit  facred,  eaft  and  weft  ol  irmonni  ooT 

His  bills  negotiating  beft  ;  ..,&  vron^  ill 

Safe  in  his  hands  were  many  a  pound  5 

Too  good  a  man  to  run  a-ground.        nobnfidB  :          ." 

O  worthy,  honeft  man  !  we  cry  ; 

While  bankrupt  knaves  in  dungeons  He; 

So  vile  the  rogue,  who,  fcorning  pelf, 

Lov'd  others  better  than  himfelf! 

•»' 

Thus  oft  th*  inflexible,  the  juft, 
The  man  who  never  broke  his  truft, 
Is  virtuous  but  from  fear  or  art, 
Or  killing  coldnefs  in  his  heart  j 
While  bafe  and  mean  the  quick-of-fenfe, 
From  glowings  of  benevolence. 

• 

Lorenzo,  feelingly  I  fpeak 
.Of  failings  where  myfelf  am  weak  ; 
To  whom  adverfity   evere 
Hath  fold  experience  much  too  dear: 

P  4  Hard 


FOE     M    S, 


Hard  hearted  prudence  far  from  -me 

And  narrow-foul'd  frugality,     M    -         i  .-isiw  t 

Hence  oft  to  knave  and  fool  a  preyyi»I<Ar<i  ^H?  IJ*  rfaiW 

No  match  for  either  in  his  way, 

Till  cheated,  plundtx'd,  fill'd  with  ihanw^  ion  eirf?  xfiH 

Lit  on  my  lucklefs  head  the  blame.  zuoimiV 

How  fliort,  Lorenzo,  plainly,-  hence  fa  Wo  B  iurfi  bnA. 

Of  virtue  is  benevolence!  ibnrurw  ibam  ool  o}  boo^  A 

To  mere  good  nature,  while  you  live, 

No  more  that  pompous  title  give  »  '* 

The  milk  of  kindnefs  in  a  triccfo  lusaiiMi^l  «-»'»n 

Yielding  the  lufcious  cream  of  vice  f^o  o^oid 

tb^)3iiub  sib  Jtoirno  itjiw  b'iMifo 
The  dryeft  eye,  the  hardeft  heart,  ^!oH 

May  aft  as  virtuous  a  part^^xbasa  bns  tooq 
Tho  turn'd,  as  adders  deaf,  the  ear  «teioin.u  oi 
To  all  that  others  feel  or  fear  ;  ?oo  gnivrul  ai 
Whik  vicious  floth,  a  whining  cheat, 
Is  forc'd  to  work  before  it  eatj^nyjf  ^if^lonoifi  ooT 
Misfortune,  ftruggling  in  its  thrall,  -to  a^voil 

Rifes  more  glorious  from  its  fall.  ^it  ^uiiiv  oT. 

»(  vlfthft 

Should  to  the  prodigal  the  friend, 
On  whom  his  fpendthrift  hopes  depend*  -ql  »rf> 

;  ^H  "io  ajn^rrwb  ailJ  Jwd  3tA 

^  The  milk  of  human  kindnefs,  a  florid  term  in  cam* 
mon  ufe  for  be.nevolcnce.  .-iH?  9/no) 
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When  afk'd  affiftance  or  adriejtf  saitaJwnc  b»n«*d  bu^H 
,  Reply,  with  looks  as  cold  asictgsrft  b'loeMironsR  bnA. 
With  all  the  infolence  of  cafe,  avsnii  ol  Ao  waaH 

*'  Friend,  you  know  beft,  do  what  you  pleafe.**  '   " 
May  this  not  teach 'the  hand  profuie 
Virtuous  difcretion's  ibv'reign  ufe  j      -'SJUL  ym  *IG  3iJ 
And  thus  a  coldnefs  of  the  heart 

A  good  to  too  much  warmth  impart  ?     '  id  **  wnvt  K> 
^vil  ..r,a  boog  3i3m  oT 

How  oft  lefs  vicious  is  the  mind,  imoq  ifirfj  atqra  oVJ 
That  ne'er,  beneficent  or  kind,  -?nbai ^  io  aliiflj  w!T 
For  others  broke  one  momait^s  reft^cwaiul  sifr 
Nor  cheer'd  with  comfort  the  diftrefs'd, 
Than  his  whofe  open  hajid  and  heart  9c\i  ^ 
Jlfpoufe  the  poor  and  needy's.part,  <-s  &&  if 

Plunging  in  unforefeen  *iiftrefs 
Hundreds,  in  ftriving  one  to  blWs. 

,*B?«-f: 
Too  fliort  of  fight,  benevolence  w  oJ  t' 

proves  oft  a  breach  of  innocence:  

To  virtue  therefore  it  is  firft 
Required  the  man  be  ftri&ly  juft. 

JPaffions,  the  fprings  of  joy  and  fhife,        ft  -:H  rnc 
Are  but  the  elements  of  life ; 
And,  as,rich  ftreams  from  mountains  flow, 
Smooth  winding  fome  through  vales  below., 

While 
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While  others,  raging  as  tKey  come,  ,  mwift  a/ft* 

Tear  up  their  mother-mountain's  womb  J    -,«nw>t  arfT 

Or,  pouring  down  the  hills  amain, 

Deluge  at  once  the  humble  plam  ; 

So  flow  fome  paffions  gently  mild,  .    ..ctori  ail't* 

While  others,  furious,  bold,  and  wild,  r,  woH 

Foaming  o'er  reafon's  rock-built  mounds,  I 

Difdain  the  check  of  moral  bounds.  "tytt(t 

But  fee  in  paftures  (creams  of  ufe 

When  art  correfts  the  flood's  abufe, 

When,  their  due  channels  taught  to  keep,          •  j 

In  (hallow  brook  or  river  deep, 

Smiling  thro  dappled  meads  they  go  ; 

And  paint  the  flow'rs  they  caufe  to  grow. 

Corrected  thus,  by  reafon's  art, 

The  burfts,  or  meltings,  of  the  heart, 

In  virtue's  channels  fee  them  glide  : 

Her  flow'rs  the  blooming  margin's  pride, 

Is  the  fmall  fpring  thy  fav'rite  theme, 
That  trickles  forth  a  mallow  ftream, 
In  murmurs  foft,  a  purling  rill? 
What  wilt  thou  do  to  drive  the  mill  ? 
How  wilt  thou  make  to  ride  at  large 
Thy  timber,  or  thy  loaded  barge  ? 
As  much  as  purling  rills  admir'd 
navigable  dream's  requir'd  ; 


Tie 
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The  ftream,  whofe  turbulence  abides 

The  roaring  of  the  fwelling  tides, 

Alike  whofe  raging  bofom  fwells, 

And  back  the  threat'ning  tide  repels.        -to  3fi  g^uhyCi 

The  hero,  thus,  the  foldier  brave*  '  trol  v/orl  o< 

How  needful  half  the  world  to  fave ! 

tike  Pruffia's  king,  thro  feas  of  blood 

Wading,  for  threaten'd  Europe's  good ! 

•Bert  •  -  ...  *    = 

/jk". 

*  It  fhould  feera  that  Mr.  Pope  fuppofcd  hcroifm  incom- 
patible  with  virtue,  from  the  following  lines,  in  his  Eflay 
en  Man. 

Heroes  are  much  the  fame,  the  point's  agreed, 
From  Macedonia's  madman  to  the  Swede  j 
The  whole  ftrange  purpofe  of  their  lives,  to  find, 
Or  make,  an  enemy  of  all  mankind. 

I  will  grant  that  many  heroic  actions  have  been  atchieved, 
which  have  given  juft  room  for  thofe,  who  have  no  tincture 
of  heroifm  in  themfelves,  to  fuppofe  the  hero  to  be  without 
either  head  or  heart.  But,  however  reprehenfible  the  con- 
duel  of  heroes  may  have  been  in  general,  hiftorymay  inform 
ps,  that  many  of  the  diftinguifliing  blefllngs  mankind  enjoy 
have  been  effected  by  thofe,  whom  narrow-minded  moralifts 
Jiave  ftigmatized  as  knaves  or  madmen. 

Virtuouflf 


»  tt  i  ft  i 

tlU!a 


Theftrongeftastheweakeftmind, 

rri.  ,        ,  ,  ,  2*13  Jon  bliioU 

1  nus,  one's  no  better  than  the  other, 

rr<u  n  t  ahoci  snJ  aiuJio 

The  warmeft  heart  the  cold  one's  brother; 

And  neither  this  nor  that,  in  fad, 

Are  virtuous  till  as  fuch  they  aft. 

S  9Ti3i  o:  ixicnq  obi  **  ,x^  lon  bluow 

Yet  here,  appearances  bcIievM, 

In  virtuous  adions  oft  deceived, 

How  plain  in  th»  hypocritic  face 

We  read  the  charafters  of  grace  ; 

And  falfely  to  youth's  giddy  tribe 

Defigning  villainy  afcribe; 

While  time,  and  circumftance,  and  place, 

Our  byafs'd  judgments  here  difgrace, 

,1?  10!  aaoixnfi  «tG 

Is  there  a  man,  whofe  tender  heart     ^3.  ^  °3  a«^ 
Takes  in  another's  pains  a  part, 
Who  cloathes  the  naked,  feeds  the  poor,  ^^  *3fi  / 
And  bribes  the  orphan  to  his  door  ; 
So  kind  he  cannot  bear  to  fee 
Another  lefs  at  eafe  than  He  ? 

Godlike  benevolence  ;  you  cry  !  inintj  auoiq.  oj 

And  praife  his  virtue  to  the  iky. 
But  were  this  virtuous  mortal  poor,    ^  orfw  dz&  »dT| 
Oblig'd  to  beg  from  door  to  door  ;      ^  ^  sjJanr  bn/ 
Could  he  not  eat  the  bread  at  reft, 
Torn  by  the  law  from  the  diftrefs'd  ;        ''."bliinq  ad1 

Should 
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Should  his  weak  mind  compunftion  fee£tu  yn«ouliiV 
In  honeft  ways  of  trade,  to  fteal  j      ^  ^&  ^ 
Could  not  the  foftnefs  of  his  heart    ^  Ofl  ^  <z 
Torture  the  horfe,  that  draws  the  cart^  a3fmBV*  3rfT 
Mangle  the  lamb  before  it  die,  .}{{j  19||jb||  fcnA 

Or  draw  its  heart's  blood  thro  its  eye  ;       i;oaniv  31A 
Who  would  not  cry,  "   too  proud  to  ferve ! 
«'  Work,  idle  wretch,  or  work  or  ftarve  j"~  t3WX{  jdy 
To  Bridewell's  laih  the  knave  coniign'd,     ^uoimrr  nl 
For  vicious  tendernefs  of  mind.  ^  nj  njEiq  WOH 

•  93K12  3  S^1  ^s97  5^ 

Is  there  who,  worn  with  vice,  begins  v  01  vbl!si  baA 
To  hide  his  multitude  of  fins,  -  ^ningibd 

Leave  of  the  wicked  worJd,  doth  take  ,,a5  .9rnb3!MW 
And  hermit  turns  for  virtue's  fake ;      .  ^  b'aU^  1U^ 
Or,  anxious  for  the  fouls  of  men, 
Flies  to  the  pulpit  or  the  pen  ?  ,nsm  s  aiaiti  ?•?. 

Behold  another  Paul !   we  cry>  -;q  g^ariJonfi  ni  issslsT 
A  new  apoftle  from  ,on  high  ! 

4  ioob  sift  OJ  OBilqio  orlJ  £3dhd  bnA 
Are  there  whom  cares  nor  want  exclude,.-  -  3ii  oni^i 
At  little  coft,  from  doing  good  ; 
In  pious  practices  that  fpend  mad 

Their  fortune  and  their  latter  end  ;     .v  eiA  a^unq  bn  A. 
The  fick  who  phyfic  in  diifcrefs ;          -iv  zirfi  3i3w  3»R 
And  make  the  trav'ler's  burthen  lefs-ft  ^ad  o 
To  thefe  what  virtue  will  refufe    sri?  )B^  ioa 
The  praifeful  elegiac  muf^  ! .    .-  4noii  wsl  arfj 

But 
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But,  fay,  doth  tendernefs  of  heart       Suaxidn  siT 

Teach  the  divine's  or  doctor's  art  ?  ?  toii.ttfiwi  ^iTF 

Too  oft  unletter'd  preachers  rave, 

And  damn  the  fouls  they  meant  to  feve : 

Too  oft,  alas,  the  pious  pill    >  "too  uifoi 

Of  charity,  like  Ward's,  doth  kill : 

While  lighten'd  more  the  pedlar's  pack    $  yd  sioM/ 

To  clothe  our  own  than  fave  his  back. 

*  £'3imhr  JsrfWc 

"  Whence  then  is  virtue,"  doft  thou  crffiVfcxft  iOt 
In  truth  and  nature,  I  reply : 
Reafon  and  paffion  both  combined  :  T 
To  form  true  virtue  in  the  mind. 
Nor  refts  it  there  in  mere  defign ; 
To  go  where  thefe  may  chance  t'  encHne 
'Tis  not  fufficient  to  fet  out, 
Tho  meaning  well,  thy  way  in  doubt ; 
Here  known  experience  fhouldfl  thou  ufe> 
That  paffion  reafon  mayn't  abufe  ; 
Cautious  in  virtue's  rout  to  go 
No  farther  than  our  paih  we  know : 
Left,  when,  thro  ign'rance  loft  our  way, 
Paffion  to  vice  ihould  lead  aftray. 
'Tis  not  enough  to  mean  aright, 
Unlefs  the  meant  efFecVs  in  fight : 
Too  apt  to  wander  from  the  mark, 
When  blundVing  forward  in  the  dark. 

• 

'Tis 
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'Tis  no  excufe  to  have  it  faid  ;  rtlob  < 

The  heart  had  put  it  in  the  head,     a  jriix 
When  mifchief  done,  inftead  of  goodj^Jalftu  si  6'  oo  1* 
For  want  of  being  underftood.  .\rnsb  fait/V 

To  virtue  pitiful  our  claim 
When,  at  a  venture  taking  aim, 
More  by  good  luck  than  fenfe  or  wit,  ,f  i.W 

The  mark  of  moral  good  we  hit. 
What  virtue's  in  the  madman's  dream, 
Or  fool's  impracticable  fcheme  ? 
Whofe,  mould  they  ev'n  fucceed,  at  beft, 
Chance-medley  virtue  is  confefs'd.  .is  noteaflj 

mid)  oT 

Knowledge,  my  friend,  goes,  hence  'tis  plain,  ">  ioiH; 
Foremoft  in  virtue's  fplendid  train  ; 
While  reafon  and  the  pafiions,  join'd, 
Walk  clofely,  hand  in  hand,  behind. 

JfWOfl^  ST- 

Is't  faid  ?  "  one  mere  good-natur'd  deed 

"  All  worth  in  fcience  doth  exceed."  * 

On  this  weak  maxim  doft  object 

We  virtuous  merit  here  neglecl ; 

Thus  honed  ign'rance  to  contemn;  j    'otfbTi 

And  inability  condemn  f 

,4rfv:- 

*  One  moral,  or  a  mere  well.natur'd  deed,  oJ  *qfi  oo't 
Can  all  defert  in  fciences  exceed.       ;.Vbflnld  n.< 

4  DUKE  OF  BUCKINGHAM. 

Sayft 
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Say  ft  thou  "  as  no  fore-knowledge  given, 

"  Events  are  in  the  hands  of  heaven ; 

«'  And,  therefore,  virtuous  thofe  confefs'd 

"  From  what  they  know  who  aft  the  beft." 

Lorenzo,  no — unlefs  'tis  ihown 

That  fuch  no  better  might  have  known,  -irnaJI 

>Tis  true,  as  individuals  here 

Are  plac'd  in  nature's  proper  fphere, 

Their  knowledge  more  or  lefs  compleat 

As  genius  and  inftruclion  meet, 

Man  by  no  feraph's  rapture  fir'd, 

Virtue's  as  knowledge  giv'n  requir'd. 

But  think  not  thou  that  bounteous  heaven 

Hath  barren  underftanding  given  ; 

Hath  talents  lent  which,  unapplied, 

»Tis  virtuous  in  the  earth  to  hide. 

No —  with  the  pow'r  of  reafon  bleit, 

Improvement's  claim'd,  as  intereft. 

Is  there  who  turns  away  his  ear, 
Inftruftion's  voice  averfe  to  hear, 
Moft  obftinately  bent  to  plod 
Along  the  road  his  father  trod, 
Old  cuftora  never  to  forfake  ; 
Nor  ufe  of  eye  or  ear  to  make  ? 
Tho  right  the  wilful  wretch  we  find, 
Is  his  a  virtueus  turn  of  mind  .' 

•*»*-'  wttt 
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faith  God  above,  or  man  below,  "       %" 

How  is't  deferring  idt  tcTknow  >"'-""" 
' 


Of  virtue's'merit,  Folly,  huflf 

Nor  put  trite  wifdomto^tKe'ttuffi, 

Remember  virttrc  iliir'depends 

Both  on  our  motives  and^f  ends.  ^  &***  «T* 

What  merit  is't  we  gladly  do  ^slfl  5lA 

That  which  our  hearts  incline  us  to  ? 

Or  what  that  reafon  doth  fubmit 

To  own  the  troth  is  right  and  fit  ? 

For  fay  that  by  the  heart  or  head 

Solely  to  virtue  men  were"  led  ; 

Jf  by  the  heart,  and  that'  alone, 

What  man  e'er  cdl'd  his  heart  his  own  ? 

Right  oft  by  impulfe  forc'd  to  go, 

Whether  his  reafon  lead  or  no  ; 

Apparently  againil  the  will, 

As  oft  conducting  him  to  ill. 

iiow  meritorious  then  the  beft, 

That  love  or  pity  warms  the  bread  ? 

For  this,  nor  that,  from  vice  can  fave  ; 

Or  if  they  could  —  'tis  God  that  gave. 

.  •  , 

Is  it  from  caution,  pratfis'd'  long, 
You  feek  the  right  and  fhun  the  wrong  ; 
By  juft  experience  underftood 
Vyur  worldly  intsreft's  to  be  good, 

Ql 
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What  merits  here  the  clod  of  earth  >  ,rfj  niHT  * 

That  nature  fmil'd  upon  its  birth,          ,^f  33^  r, 

And  gave  it  reafon's  foft'ring  aid  >im«v  3t(X 

To  teach  it  virtue,  as  its  trade  ? 

Say  ft  thou  "  whe.n  head  and  heart  we  praii- 

"  Doth  this  not  virtue's  merit  raife  ? 

*«  The  man  of  vicious  acls  alham'd"  —         >  slirlW 

May  yet  for  fpmtual  pride  be  blam'd. 

"  The  elegantly  juft" — too  nice 

Perhaps  for  vulgar  fcenes  of  vice. 

••  The  lowly-minded,  kind  and  meek  "— *      S3j  Q 

Mean,  pitiful,  perhaps,  and  weak. 

"  The  patriot,  in  his  country's  caufe"— 

A  gudgeon,  greedy  of  applaufe. 

"  The  pious,  who  their  God  revere,"— •  .rfj  naswl**, 

Only,  perhaps,  of  hell  in  fear  ; 

Cr,  not  by  fears  fufficient  driven, 

Pufh'd  forward  by  the  hopes  of  heaven- 

So  little  do  we  truly  know 

The  caufe  to  which  we  virtue  owe  ; 

To  what  bad  principle  or  good 

Ev'n  we  ourfelves  have  vice  withflood  ;  bnA    1 

Nor  can  the  beft  of  mortals  fay, 

From  what  has  yet  dire&ed,  may ; 

Or  in  a  ftate  he  never  knew 

Tell  what  his  head  and  heart  might  do. 

Who  then  their  moral  worth  (hall  prize  ? 

Shall  ev'n  the  beft  the  worft  defpife  ? 

Thin 
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iTlun  the  partition*  that  divide 

Ev'n  vice  itfelf  from  virtue's  pride  ; 

The  virtuous  boafter  weak  and  proud; 

Like  the  tall  idiot  in  the  crowd, 

Who,  ftalking  with  exalted  tread, 

Above  his  fellows  rears  his  head, 

While  from  his  more  diftinguim'd  height     <Tl  3dT 

The  harm  upon  his  pate  doth  light. 

. 

The  pride  of  virtue  hence  deprefs'd, 
O  learn  to  pity*  not  deteft  ; 
Ev'n  looking  with  a  brother's  eye 
On  wretches  doom'd  by  law  to  die  ; 
To  heaven  that  hath  the  difference  made 
'Tween  thee  and  the'm,  the  honour  paid ! 
The  obje6l  more  of  pity,  fure, 
The  vicious  mind  no  leach  can  cure, 
Than  fuch  whofe  mere  corporeal  part 
Difeas'd  admits  the  doftor's  art  I 
Nay,  if  by  virtue  tfnderftood 
The  acl  producing  moral  good, 
And  moral  good  and  evil  known. 
By  fenfe  of  phyfical  alone, 
The  term  of  merit  thrown  afide, 
Abafh'd  at  once  is  virtue's  pride  ; 
Since  fuch  moft  virtuous  we  muft  call 
Who  moft  promote  the  good  of  all. 

a*v'3  llnd£ 
Qz  Here 
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/../-, 
Here  virtue  fee,  in  fortune  s  power, 


Dependent  ev'ry  day  and  hour  1 

So  little  refts  OB  good  intent, 

.,      ,  >mA. 

So  much  alas,  on  accident! 

See  to  the  public  good  conduce 

Of  wealth  and  Hate  the  fimple  ufe  *  ; 

Such  power  of  doing  good  a  lot 

-n     ,  -     ,_  -  f  "}  il^' 

By  birth,  caprice,  or  favour  got; 

,.    .  .  nsd-il 

A  poft  of  virtue  oft  the  gam 

....  .  tpilqquo 

Of  knavery,  noneft  hearts  difdain. 

;  »rux> 

Proportional  to  ev'ry  Hate, 
Sayfl  thou,  its  virtue  w©  muft  rate  ; 
Thofe  much -do  blame,  tho  doing  good> 
Who  fail  to  do  the  moft  they  cou'd? 
Moft  needful,  then,  how  far  to  know 

_  r   i     •  3 

Our  pow  rs  of  doing  good  may  go  ; 

,  ,         n       •  1  J      •  f-ildV/ 

In  ev  ry  ftation,  place  and  time, 

•XT     ,  «r  i  .  •  >«"  nl 

Neglectful  ignorance  a  crime. 

For  fay,  if  e'er  preferr'd  to  place, 

T^  f 

Dame  fortune  take  us  into  grace, 
Tho  kings  mould  aft  the  donor's  part, 

They  neither  give  a  head  nor  heart. 

«  to  i 

»  For— hence  the  poor  are  clpath'd,  the  hungry  fed, 
Health  to  hirafelf  and  to  his  infants  bread 
The  lab'rer  bears, POPS. 
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f 

*Tis_tru-e  a  ribbon,  ftar  and  garter 
May  make  aflutt'ring  fop  look  fmartcr« 
Sir  John  founds  big  and  mighty  pretty 
Among  the  plain  Johns  of  the  city; 
But  George  hiinfelf,  of  many  a  knight, 
Ne'er  dubb'd  one  fordid  cit  polite. 
Clever  indeed  could  royal  grace 
Fit  ev'ry  placeman  for  his  place  ; 
If  being  voted  for  with  fpirit, 
Supplied  our  want  of  real  merit, 
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tffoiid  v8f 
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-Conferr'd  rafte,  judgment,  obfervation 
Adapted  to  th'  appointed  ftation  ! 
Title  and  pow'r  giye  confequence  ; 
But  never  gave  one  jot  of  fenfe* 
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Knowledge,  Lorenzo,  hence  confefs'd 
Of  moral  principles  the  bed, 
Well  fpent  we  hope  our  vacant  days 
In  ftudious  fearch  of  wifdom's  ways  •; 
On  reafon  while  our  fteps  attend, 
Reafon,  fair  virtue's  firmeft  friend  ! 
Hail  fober  guide  !  O  teach  my  youth 
To  woo  thy  lovelier  fifter  truth; 
Fo-i-  whofe  embrace  my  vows  I  pay, 
3n  ardent  fighs,  throughout  the  day; 
Nor,  when  the  longelt  day  is  o'er, 

by  the  midnight  lamp,  to  pore. 


. 
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O'er  the  dull  tale,  or  tedious  page 
Of  faint  or  more  laborious  fage  ; 
Happy  if  faint  or  fage  could  tell, 
Where  I  with  her  might  ever  dwell  $ 
With  her  for  whom,  and  whom 
My  genius  for  the  verfe  be  known  : 
For  truth  content  to  lofe  the  bays  ; 
The  poet's  for  her  lover's  praife. 
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' 
WRITTEN    IN    THE    YEAR.      MDCCLX, 

;6ic  vos  non  vobis.— — » 

O  N  C  E  on  a  time,  how  long  ag0 
Perhaps  chronologifts  may  know, 
iOn  a  wide  lake,  far  north  and  cold, 
A  race  of  beavers  kept  their  hold  ; 
Their  ifland  cabbins  duly  ftor'd, 
And  feafted  at  a  plenteous  board. 
To  indufhy  and  labour  bred, 
Mean-while  they  toil'd,  as  well  as  fed ; 
Nor  waited  their  decreafing  ftore 
To  fail,  ere  provident  of  more.  v 
Continual  plenty,  hence,  by  flealtlu 
Crew  up  to  luxury  and  wealth; 
When  now,  alas  !  in  evil  hour, 
To  wealth  fucceeds  the  thirft  of  power  ; 
No  longer  fatisfied  to  reign 
Sole  maflers  of  the  wat'ry  maiu, 
To  fee  the  trembling  otter  fly, 
Hereditary  Enemy, 

Qondemn'd 
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Condemn*d,  tho  ftarving  on  the  fiiore, 

To  trefpafe  on  the  lake  no  more :  *m  CsJt 

Contented  not  that  nature  gave 

The  fpoils  and  triumphs  of  the  wave ; 

JJut,  vainly  fond  to  mew  their  might, 

Or  turn  out  champions  for  the  right, 

They  interfere  in  all  difputes 

Between  the  continental  brutes, 

And,  parties  in  their  feuds  to  make,       ,o  ^  ^rb 

Their  ill  and  tenements  forfake ; 

Tranfporting  madly  brutes  and  ftores, 

Blind  war  to  wage  on  foreign  mores, 

And  fave,  from  otters,  bears  and  cats, 

Land-beavers  vile  or  worthlefs  rats. 

Mean-while,  at  home,  in  various  ways 

Their  wealth's  confum'd,  their  ilrength  decays  5 

Recruits  and  payment  of  aliies 

Demand  exorbitant  fupplies; 

While  e'en  by  battles,  fought  and  gain'd, 

Their  little  Hate  i».  only  drain'd, 


Sagacious  creatures  mall  we  call 

The  brutes  that  Squander  thus  their  all£ 

Or  mall  we  not  their  wit  deride, 

Who  thus  expofe  their  weakeflfids  ?  •  .  ,i>  t/ci 

;310  .rf  W 

But  time  and  circumflance  you  fay,. 

luiay  change  the  face  of  things.— —They  may  .*,»  j^rf' 
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Yet  neither,  fure,  *can  change  the  nature, 
Of  brutal  more  than  human  creature  t 
And  yet,  as  if  fome  revolution 
Had  happen'd  in  his  conftitution, 
Thus,  oft  tbe  beaver  leaves  his  home, 
On  mountain  wilds,  for  wars,  to  roam  ; 
Unnatural  wars  !  to  him  at  leaft, 
Amphibious,  moifture-loving  beaft ! 
In  which,  a  generous  jack,  with  pride, 
He  always  takes  the  weakeft  fide, 
And  hires  the  poor,  at  his  expence, 
To  Hand  up  in  their  own  defence ; 
While  ten  toone,  he  trufts  the  gods, 
To  him  are  even  trifling  odds : 
As  if,  to  win,  his  fureft  way 
Was  ilill  to  choofe  the  lofing  play, 
pr  loggerheads  he  took  delight  in, 

And  fought  but  for  the  fake  of  fighting. 

- 

Yet  beavers  are  accounted  wife, 
And  need  no  burthenfome  allies  ; 
Their  hold  in  liquid  walls  immur'd, 
From  danger  and  aflaults  fecurM, 

Alas,  dame  nature  furely  meant 
Each  creature  for  its  element: 
Jf  birds  will  dive  and  fifhes  fly, 
What  wonder  if  they  droop  and  die ! 

Now 
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Now  fo  it  happ'd,  as  poets  fing, 

A  land-rat  was  the  beavers'  king: 

JJy  all  belov'd,  without  difpute, 

A  juft,  humane,  and  honeft  brute  ; 

Who,  yet,  throughout  his  gracious  reigrtg  ,  1L 

Too  highly  priz'd  his  old  domain  ; 

Too  poor,  too  weak,  without  allies 

To  ftand  amidft  its  enemies  ; 

And  therefore  at  their  own  expence 

The  beavers  purchas'd  its  defence  ; 

Or  when  by  chance  of  war  'twas  loft 

Redeem'd  it  always  at  their  coft; 

Bribing  the  tygers,  bears  and  cats, 

With  fubfidies  to  fpare  the  rats  ; 

And  keeping,  in  their  conftant  pay, 

The  ban-dogs,  not  to  prowl  that  way, 


Now  on  a  day  it  fo  fell  out, 

The  landed  brutes  began  their  rout  ; 

A  cat,  of  cat-a-mountain  race, 

Spit  in  the  lordly  tyger's  face; 

And,  aided  by  a  wild  flic-bear, 

Jn  pieces  vow'd  his  limbs  to  tear, 

The  tyger  bravely  bid  defiance, 

<And  claim'd  the  beaver-king's  alliance. 

^lean-while  the  otters  join'd  the  cats, 

And  wreak'd  their  vengeance  on  the  rats  ; 

A  yengeance 
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A  vengeance  they  were  urg'd  to  take,-q^ar|.jj  O;L 

for  what  they  fuiFer'd  on.  the  lake;  tfii^bnsi  A 

Where  now  their  fiihing  haunts  were  gone,  ^{^  jfe  vjj 

And  holds  all  ruin'd  one  by  one ; 

And  not  an  otter  dar'd  to  dive  ;  ,orfW 

Or,  daring,  reach'd  the  fliore  alive.  .(rigid  O6T 

So  powerful  were  the  beavers  grown, 

While  conqueft  made  the  lake  their  own  I 

Vain  conqueft !  if  conflrain'd,  at  laft, 

To  fully  all  their  glory  paft, 

By  giving  back  each  dear-bought  prize, 

To  fave  their  poor  or  weak  allies ; 

Who  now,  by  numerous  foes  enthrall'd, 

Aloud  for  their  afiiftance  calPd ; 

The  beavers  readily  confenting 

To  do  what,  done,  they're  fure  repenting* 

And  yet,  alas '.  'twas  all  in  vain, 

The  patriots  ventur'd  to  complain: 

'Twas  all  in  vain  to  reprefent 

The  {lores  immenfe  they  yearly  fpent, 

How  much  they  ovv'd,  and,  to  their  forrow< 

How  much  they  ft^ll  were  forc'd  to  borrow: 

In  vain  they  fhew'd  the  end  they  fought, 

When  'gainil  the  otters  firft  they  fought, 

B.y  almofl  ev'ry  battle  gain'd, 

At  length  compleatly  was  obtainM ; 

And  therefore,  having  got  their  end, 

They  need  no  longer  to  contend ; 

But, 
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But  (landing  on  their  own  defence, 
Might  now  contract  the  war's  expence  ; 
And,  would  the  foe  accept  of  peace, 
Exact  a  general  releafe; 
Or,  fparing  thus  their  blood  and  treafure, 
Might  leave  him  to  make  peace  at  leifure. 

Remonftrance  juft !  but  'twas  in  vain  ; 
Succefs  had  turn'd  each  beaver's  brain  ; 
The  tyger's  martial  fame  and  fire 
Did  all  their  heated  breafts  infpire  ; 
And  every  honeft,  plodding,  beaver, 

o    -    ,1       '«.  -1-  r 

Seiz  d  with  a  military  fever, 

^,         i    r         r       i  ,  ,     .  tjt*  WM 

Careiels  of  what  was  done,  or  doing, 
Ran,  fighting-mad,  the  road  to  ruin. 
Nay  ev'n  the  chief,  who,  once,  more  Iou4 
Than  any  of  the  patriot  crowd, 
Roar'd  out  his  infolent  reflections 
On  the  great  rat  and  his  connections ; 
A  ministerial  beaver  grown, 

•NT  ,  ,,       ,,.  ,  , 

Now  bow-d  obedient  to  the  throne; 
And,  worfe  than  either  of  the  Brothers, 
Adopted  meafures,  damn'd  in  others; 
Meafures  himfelf  condemn'd  fo  late, 
As  big  with  ruin  to  the  ftate  ! 
Yet  now  he  fwallow'd  all  th'  objections 
JHe  made  before  to  land  connections. 
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*  f-    ,   ,.«    ^ 
«  The  tyger's  call,  the  rat's  diftrefs, 

«'  Demanded  inftantly  redrefs  ; 
"  And  generous  brutes  Ihould  facrifice 
"  Themfelves,  their  all,  for  their  allies,  '* 
How  much  unlike  this  fpecious  cant 
To  all  his  former,  noify,  rant  ! 

To  that  fine,  florid  declamation, 

.     - 
By  which  he  us'd  to  erull  the  nation! 

1  i> 

But,  as  the  mob  had  been  fo  loud 

./.,..  ,  ,    r  i  i 

To  praife  this  idol  or  the  crowd, 

His  friends  were  now  aiham'd  to  own 
Their  honeft  chief  had  chang'dhis  tone^ 
And  let  him  lead  them,  by  the  fnout, 
As  tho  he  ne'er  had  turn'd  about. 
Mean-while,  with  grief,  the  patriot  few, 
Who  beft  the  beaver's  intereft  knew, 
Saw  him,  on  every  flight  pretence, 
Abufe  the  public  confidence; 
And  enter  into  every  meafure, 
Contriv'd  to  fquander  blood  and  treafure? 
Beheld  the  wafle  of  both  increafe, 
To  purchafe  war,  inflead  of  peace  ; 
While  more  their  toil  and  lefs  their  gaint 

rr        •    n.  r  T   •     I 

How  juft  a  reafon  to  complain  I 
«,,  ^  .  ,-,,,.,,  i 
The  fruits  of  all  their  labour  thrown 

A  ,  1         • 

Away  in  quarrels  not  their  own* 

PHCEBU$ 
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. 
PHCEBUS     DETECTED! 

WRITTEN  AT   A  SUMMER   THEATRE; 
IN    MDCCLXV1I. 

I 

1  HE  country  was  wond'ring  for  three  weeks  to 

gether, 

Where  Sol  had  retir'd  to,  and  ta'en  the  fine  weather; 
Some  faid  (for  conjecture  runs  wild  in  thefe  cafes) 
The  poles  of  the  world  had  got  out  of  their  places  ; 
While  others  fuppos'd  fome  wet  planet  had  crofs'd  us, 
And  fome  blim'd  the  Devil  and  fome  Dr.  Fauftus. 
But,  Saturday  darting  his  beams  all  around, 
The  caufe  of  our  late  want  of  funfliine  I  found: 
Stepping  into  the  play-houfe,  lo,  fnug  in  the  box, 
Sat  Phoebus  himfelf,  with  his  carrotty  locks. 
Your  Godfhip's  obedient,  faid  I,  with  afneer; 
Who  ripens  the  corn  ?  What  the  deuce  do  you  here  ? 
"  Why,  faith,  to  confefs  it,"  his  Godihip  replied, 
"  I  have  been  on  a  vifit  a  little  afide  ; 
*•'  So  well  entertain'd  I  was  never  before, 
*'  And  han't  been  in  heaven  for  this  fortnight  and 

more: 

"  Such  a  qharmer  I've  met  with,  that  loth  I'm  to  go, 
"  And  leave  her  unnotic'd  with  mortals  below." 
Oh,  oh!  isitfo?  return'd  f,  friend  Apollo, 
Your  father's  old  tricks,  then  I  fee  you  Hill  follow. 

3  But 
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But  tell  me  what  Fair  could  your  heart  thus  engage  — - 
*'  Look>you  there— don't  you  fee  her?  — She's  now 

on  the  ftage." 

I  whipt  out  my  glafs,  the  rogue's  charmer  to  fee;  •* 
And  who,  of  all  charmers,  d'ye  think  it  could  be  ?  (. 
M«,L---  "  No  fure !"— Yes,  faith,  it  was  (he. > 

tH  II 
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ON   READING   THESPIS, 

A  SATIRE   ON   THE  COMEDIANS  OF  DRURY- 
LANE   THEATRE. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  MDCCLXVI. 


N  feeble  folly  flings  the  random  dart, 
E'en  let  it  fly.—  Who  feels  or  heeds  the  fmart  ? 
But  when  rafh  genius,  or  eccentric  wit, 
Take  wanton  aim  fome  deftin'd  mark  to  hit, 
How  needful  is't  that  judgment  guide  aright, 
And  that  the  very  feather  bear  no  fpite  ! 
Elfe  while  the  point,  replete  with  venom,  flies, 
^Declining  worth  and  rifing  merit  dies.  — 
So  heaven  forgive,  and  hell  afford  a  rope 
For  him  who  wounded  Pritchard,  Clive  and  Pope. 
So  wild  a  head,  with  fo  Seprav'd  a  heart, 
To  heaven  fhould  never  mount  but  from  a  cart  : 
That  ftage  firft  Thefpis  trod,  in  ages  part, 
And  had  he  juilice,  that  would  tre  his  kfh 


JiA  33/1 
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,ei 

ON  THE  DIVERSITY  OF  RELIGIOUS  SECTS 
•'-YfttfXa  "40  AND  OPINIONS.  ,,e  fc 

AN   EPISTLE    TO    LORENZO. 

T  .ftxjSteflfe  *  .     •' 

L»Orenzo,  turn  not  thou  afide 

From  fcience,  as  an  erring  guide  ;  "H  ** 

Nor,  foon  as  doubts  thy  courfe  impede, 

Abfurdly  amplify  thy  creed, 

By  myft'ries  dark  or  dogmas  old, 

Becaufe  to  fon  from  father  told : 

If  to  known  truth  we  were  confin'd, 

Of  little  faith  were  all  mankind. 

Sayft  thou  credulity  outflies 

Slow  knowledge,  fpurning  at  .the  wile; 

Opinion,  wing'd,  feet,  hand  and  head, 

In  hafte,  without  her  errand,"  fped  ; 

Or  driv'n,  inactive,  here  and  there, 

With  ev'ry  vagrant  breath  of  air  ? 

Wouldft,  therefore,  know  what  fyflcms  err, 

To  whom  opinions  to  refer, 

Where  trembling  Doubt  and  Errour  blind 

At  once  a  guard  and  guide  may  find  ; 

At  once  fuccefsfully  apply, 

And  give  to  falfhood's  face  the  lie  ? 

R  No 
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No  feft,  alas  ?  profefs  the  rule 

That  reconciles  the  knave  and  fool  ; 

That  leads  the  foolifh  and  the  wife  ; 

While  thefe  revere  what  thofedefpife. 

Whether  from  Nature's  general  law 

The  outlines  of  our  creed  we  draw,  .s  t«uoh 

Or  think  the  truth  be  only  given 

In  revelation  pure  from  heaven, 

It  matters  not  ;  unlefs  we  find 

Some  active  index  in  the  mind,  ^nilfote 

Some-xay  of  heaven's  unerring  light,          "isbL'i 

To  point,  or  here  or  there,  aright. 


Let  Chriftianity  difplay 

Her  wond'rous  volume  to  the  day  ;  rf  $$&  f>nx 

The  facred  lines,  however  true, 

Alike  affefl  not  me  and  you  ;  vfiotto  *A' 

Th'  accepted  fenfe  of  holy  writ, 

Still  refling  on  th*  accepting  wit. 

For  who  that  read  but  comprehend 

As  taught  by  father,  prieft  or  friend,  ft  r>rfo  jtaM 

Or  tenets  new,  more  nice  than  wife, 

Peculiar  to  themfelves,  devife. 

How  then  prevails  the  facred  text,  ;  ^T'1 

If  by  the  comment  thus  perplex'd  ; 

Ifhereticks,  of  ev'ry  kind, 

Their  tenets  in  the  gofpel  find  ; 
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If  thus  the  fpirit  hide  the  flaw 
That  mars  the  letter  of  the  law  ? 

Let  Nature's  linking  fcenes  engage 
The  letter'd  and  unletter'd  age ; 
Various,  as  ev'ry  varied  tribe, 
The  notions  hence  the  world  imbibe. 
When  meteors  glow  and  comets  blaze, 
How  wond'ring  ignorance  doth  gaze ; 
Foretelling,  ev'n  in  errour  wife, 
The  judgments  gathering  in  the  flues ! 
Th*  aurora  *  ftreaming  from  the  pole, 
What  groundlefs  fears  the  weak  controul ! 
Hear  them  addrefs  their  angry  God, 
And  take  his  mercies  for  his  rod  : 
Whilft  thine,  or  Bradley's,  curious  eyes 
As  calmly  view  the  threat'ning  fkies, 
The  plagues,  the  famines,  wars  they  yield, 
As  Colin  drives  his  team  a-field. 
Rolls  the  big  thunder  o'er  the  plain  ? 
Melt  the  fierce  light'nings  clouds  to  rain  ? 
Ah  me !  how  impious,  Crito  cries, 
To  lift  thy  hand  againft  the  fkies  j 
Thy  lines  of  magic  fteel  to  form, 
To  brave  the  fury  of  the  dorm  ; 

•  Borealis. 

,. 

R  2  With 
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With  Franklin,  madly  to  defy 

The  thunderer's  red  right-arm,  on  high, 

Bold  Titan  !  to  ereft  thy  (land 

To  wreft  the  lightnings  from  his  hand  !  * 

Yet  thofe  in  phyficks  better  read 

At  honeft  Crito  make  the  head  :  »io  W3^  woH» 

In  pity,  or  derifion,  fmile  ; 

Nature  and  truth  their  guard  the  while. 


Thus,  by  unlike  experience  taught, 
Peculiar  are  our  modes  of  thought  ; 
Explained,  by  cuftom's   partial  nod, 
The  voice  of  nature  and  of  God. 

'.  .nranm  3sr 

Doft  thou  apply  to  faint  or  fage, 
The  guides  of  our  believing  age, 
The  truths,  which  myfleries  conceal, 
Or  thofe  of  fcience  to  reveal? 
From  far  and  near,  what  tales  abfurd 
Adulterate  the  written  word  ! 
How  oft  the  pure,  and  perfeft  text, 
Have  bafe  theologifts  perplex'd  ! 


*,  Alluding  to  the  manner  of  preventing  the  damage  ap 
prehended  from  thunder-clouds,  difcover'd  by  our  late  im- 
provementsinelearicity. 

What 
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What  tranfcripts  !  what  interpolation  ! 
Eternal  fource  of  difputation  ! 

Alas,  Lorenzo,  few  believe, 

In  faft,  the  doftrines  they  receive! 

How  few  of  ev'n  the  reverend  tribe 

The  very  canons  they  fubfcribe ! 

Do  fuch  their  mother*church  defend  ? 

On  her  pluralities  depend ; 

The  mitre  and  the  fine-cure 

Preferving  bell  her  tenets  pure. 

For,  rob  the  prieflhood  of  its  gain, 

What  pillar  will  the  church  fuftain? 

What  cement  binds  the  crazy  wall, 

Whofe  fapt  foundation  threats  its  fall? 

Do  fuch  profefs  to  turn  the  key 

On  myft'ries,  hid  from  you  and  me ; 

Or  of  the  oracles  of  old 

The  dubious  phrafes  to  unfold  ; 

To  teach  the  truth  to  vulgar  minds, 

Which  heaven's  own  blaze  of  rhetorick  blinds  ? 

Ah,  think  not  thefe  will  e'er  difplay 

Their  fecrets  to  the  eye  of  day. 

Tell  me  what  artift  will  impart 

To  thee  th'  arcanum  of  his  art. 

Not  one  —  but  all,  referv'd  and  fly, 

AffecT:  to  cheat  th'  obferver's  eye: 

R  3  Their 
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Their  flighted  knacks  important  made, 
To  raife  the  wonder  of  their  trade. 
Thus  oft  the  reverend  tiro,  taught 
That  none  may  ferve  their  God  for  nought, 
Cafts  o'er  his  ignorance  a  veil, 
Or  mafks  the  moral  of  his  tale  j 
Securely  laughing  in  his  fteeve, 
When  fools  the  tale  itfelf  believe. 
•  To  fave  his  calling  from  abufa '»vj  31 
His  caution  here,  in  fact,  of  ufe ; 
For  once  his  art  and  myft'ry  known 
Who  church -authority  would  own  ? 
As,  when  fublime  conundrums  hit, 
We  laugh  to  fcorn  the  quibbler's  wit  | 
So,  in  rever'd  enigmas  wife, 
His  riddling  reverence  we  defpife. 

Yet  while  the  orthodox,  for  gain 

Or  vanity  their  craft  maintain, 

The  truth,  a  term  of  meaning  wide, 

To  all  the  prieft  affirms  applied  5 

No  lefs  the  het'rodox  than  they, 

From  pride  or  av'rice,  ga  aftray; 

For  motives  fimilar  prevail 

With  thofe  who  brew  or  broach  the  talc. 

Say,  elfe,  if  felf-convi&ion  true 

The  confcientious  Henky  knew ; 

Fir'd 
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Fir'd  by  a  pure  religious  zeal, 

That  champion  of  the  public  weal, 

For  pence,  the  primacy  to  flight  *, 

To  jeft  with  ev'ry  facred  right, 

To  trample,  with  avow'd  defign, 

On  laws  both  human  and  divine. 

Say  what  his  aim,  whofe  dread  rebukes 

Craz'dhis  poor  neighbours  of  St.  Luke's  f; 

Who,  godly  warfare  proud  to  feek, 

In  fuff'rance  turns  the  fmitten  cheek  : 

As  knavifh  Jews,  to  fell  their  ware, 

Abufe  and  infult  tamely  bear. 

No  worldly  gain  to  Whitfield  yields 

The  plenteous  harveft  of  Moorfields, 

While  from  the  gift  of  fterling  gold, 

Like  ofPrings  to  the  Lord  of  old  J, 


*  If  I  would  have  changed  my  principles  for  intcreft,  I 
might  have  been  archbilhop  of  Canterbury  before  now. 
HENLEY,  viva  voce. 

i 

f  St.  Luke's  hofpital,  for  lunaticks,  in  Moorfields,  n«ar 
the  Tabernacle  and  Foundery. 
•     .... 

J  See  Exod.  chap.  xxxv. 
. 

R  4  The 
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The  coatlefs  prieft  with  Aaron  vies  *, 

And  modern  tabernacles  rife?  -       nrh 

Or,  are  fanatic  weavers  led 

Becaufe  his  vanity  is  fed  , 

A  tickling  tranfport  while  he  feels, 

To  find  his  thoufands  at  his  heels  ; 

To  hear  the  lo  Paeans  ring, 

Due  to  the  hero,  faint  or  king  ; 

Which  yet  as  oft  the  mob  bellow, 

On  fainted  pick-pockets,  below, 

. 

If  then,  by  poverty  or  pride, 
The  prieft  or  parfon's  led  afide; 
While  thefe,  th'  inftru&ors  of  mankind, 
Their  intereft  in  our  ignorance  find  ; 
O  fhun,  Lorenzo,  fhun  the  ftreet 
Where  difputant  theologues  meet. 
See  the  wing'd  cork,  from  fide  to  fide 
Rebound,  the  truant  fchool-boy's  pride, 
With  equal  warmth,  with  equal  noife, 
So  thefe,  by  turns,  like  truant  boys, 
Between  what  faint  or  father  faith, 
Bang  the  light  Ihittle-cock  of  faith. 

e^ftan 

*  Alluding  to  their  admitting  coblers,  porters,  and  beg 
gars  as  well  as  regular  divines,  to  the  miniftry. 


But 
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But  hark  !   what  jargon  ftrikes  our  ear  ? 
What  Hebrew  madmen  have  we  here  ? 
What  pen  the  phrenzy  mall  defcribe 
Of  Hutchinfon's  or  Behmen's  tribe*  ; 
Who,  fcorning  reafon's  vain  pretence, 
Make  war,  a  dire  croifade,  on  fenfe  ? 
If  reafon,  then,  reprizals  make, 
At  once  their  caufe  and  them  forfake, 
What  wonder?  yet,  in  truth,  'twere  well 

Tk<f      L.       D      J»  r  '     »       'JtftiiS  tl 

Might  bedlam  fpare  one  vacant  cell ; 
Since  no  good  chriftian,  yet,  for  Lawf, 
Hath  ftrown  his  darken'd  room  with  ilraw. 

Theologifts  fo  prone  to  err, 
Doft  thou  philofophers  prefer  ? 
Thefe  oft,  an  interefted  feft, 
Like  poverty  or  pride  affect. 
Logicians,  cafuifts  by  trade, 
At  random  draw  their  furious  blade ; 
Taking,  in  gladiatorial  pride, 
The  cudgels  up  on  either  fide. 

*  Two  of  the  moft  incomprehehfible  writers  that  ever 
refle&ed  fcandal  on  the  fcience  of  divinity. 

t  The  reverend  Mr.  William  Law,  —  a  writer  little  in- 
fcriour  to  Behmen  himfelf. 


To 
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To  them  indifPrent  wrong  or  right  ; 

Swifs  champions  !  theirs  the  talk  to  fight, 

And  mare,  with  venal  art,  the  prey  ; 

The  golden  gettings  of  the  day. 

So  Broughton's  *  heroes  bruis'd  and  bled, 

At  once  for  honour  and  for  bread  : 

And  Powel's  f  virtuous  thirft  of  fame 

Inur'd  his  iron  lips  to  flame. 

The  learn'd,  prodigious  wife  indeed 

The  man  by  heaven  infpir'd  to  read  ! 

Affe&ing  merely  to  decide, 

Indulge  their  magifterial  pride, 

And,  deigning  fcarce  on  fenfe  a  look, 

Profoundly  dogmatize  by  book  ; 

Save  here  thofe  champions  of  the  gown, 

Meek  Warburton  and  modeft  Brown, 

Madan,  and  that  mild  man-of-God, 

The  rev'rend  doodle,  doctor  Dodd  : 

To  real  merit's  ne'er  allied 

The  pedant's,  or  the  parfon's  pride. 


By  fingularity  of  tafte 
Good  fenfe  and  lit'rature  difgrac'd, 
.See  wrangling  fophiils  thus  intent 
On  crofs-grain'd  paradoxes  bent  j 

•  A  famous  boxer. 

f  An  eminent  fire-  eater. 

As 


I 
POEMS.  251 


As  if  to  truth  they  made  pretence      itn;  libm  maiiJ 

By  wand'ring  but  from  common-fenfe.        ]oisrf3  aliwS 

Among  the  witty  and  the  wife, 

Hence  in  mere  words  the  difference  lies  ;      asblog  sAT 

While  empty  terms,  for  years,  engage        :ojrfguoia  od 

The  fcholar's  and  the  fkeptick's  rage  ;  -aon*  toi  aono  3A 

Till,  wearied  out,  they  ftare  to  fee 

How  nearly  all  in  fact  agree. 

So,  poiz'd  between  two  empty  fcales,  niq  <b*irr#»f 

Now  here,  now  there,  the  beam  prevails,   /d  ns'm 

Which,  as  their  falfe  vibrations  ceafe,     ;i3 

In  equilibrio  reils  in  peace.  rr  liarfj  *< 

Nor  yet  when  even  in  fact  diflent 

Thefe  flaming  fbns  of  argument, 

Their  fubject-matter  in  debate 

Is  worth  the  pains  t*  inveftigate. 

Philofophy  at  Arthur's  *  taught, 

So  Bond  and  Brag,  difputing,  fought, 

Whether  as  near,  from  Change  to  Kew  f, 

To  crofs  the  old  bridge  or  the  new. 

"  Could  neither  wheel  nor  chain  decide  ?  '* 

Alas,  my  friend,  they  never  tried. 


*  An  academy  well  knovrn  to  the  ftudents  in  the  politer 
fciences  of  pitting,  betting  and  whift.     | 

f  Brundifium  minuci  melms  via  ducat,  an  Appi-    > 

HOR. 
For 
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For  neither  of  thefe  learned  youth 
Car'd  one  brafs  farthing  for  th«  truth  ; 
But  each,  to  make  his  judgment  out, 
Would  drive  full-fpeed  ten  miles  about. 

The  firft-philofophy  *  in  ufe 

Thus  argumentative  abufe : 

While  truth  and  falfehood,  right  and  wrong, 

Serve  as  the  burthen  of  a  fong  : 

With  fophifts,  as  with  fcolding  wives, 

Quarrel  the  bufinefs  of  their  lives. 

Leave  then,  Lorenzo,  vain  difpute  ; 

Empty  the  triumph  to  confute  : 

Nor  thofe  for  truth's  defenders  take, 

Who  cavil  but  for  cavil's  fake. 

But  is  there,  lay-man  or  divine, 

In  whom  good  fenfe  and  temper  join  ; 

A  prieft  of  honeft  Clogher's  f  mould, 

A  thieft  moderate  as  bold, 

To  whom  indulgent  heaven  aflign'd 

A  truly  ethic  turn  of  mind  ; 

•  A  term  in  vogue,  given,  by  way  of  eminence,  to  the 
philofophy  of  the  prefent  age. 

V        -  ^J**V       ** 

f  The  late  bifhop  of  Clogher. 

—rob  lO  •; 

Who 
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Who  dares  the  mob  in  fcbrn  to  hold  S:bl   ^^ 

Hath  weigh'd  the  happinefs  of  gold  ; 

Hath  found  the  ponderous  cheat  fo  light, 

That  avarice  gets  nothing  by't; 

Who  rates  the  value  of  a  name 

From  th'  infignificance  of  fame  ; 

Not  vainly'feeking  more  to  know 

Than  God  has  given  to  man  below ; 

Yet,  wherefoe'er  difplay'd  her  charms, 

Embracing  truth  with  open  arms  ? 

On  fuch  Lorenzo  may  depend, 

For  guide,  philofopher  and  friend. 

"  But  where  fuch  friend,  and  guide, "  you  cry. 

Knowft  thou  no  fuch  ?  alas,  nor  I. 

For  O,  the  truth,  in  fael,  how  few 

Have  pow'r  or  talents,  to  purfuel 

Alike  th'  abilities  unfit 

Of  pedant  dull  or  fprightly  wit, 

Of  captious  criticks,  fcholiafts  vain, 

With  ev'ry  fuperficial  brain. 

Indeed  too  oft  ev'n  genius  gains 

Its  labours  only  for  its  pains : 

Immortal  bards  not  feldom  here, 

Dupes,  from  their  mother's  milk,  to  fear. 

Tho  fmoothly  run  the  hackney'd  lay 

Along  the  beaten,  moral  way  ; 

Should  truth  on  cuftom  turn  its  back, 

Or  deviate  from  the  vulgar  track, 

Like 
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Like  crabs,  with  retrogreffrVe  feet, 
Such  temporizing  bards  retreat ; 
Humming,  their  credit  to  maintain, 
To  worn-out  tunes  th*  old  catch  again. 

-i  asotsri  ajiii  tel  loVt 
Ev'n  thus  thy  fav'rite  bard  retir'd 
Whom  ev'ry  mufe  at  once  infpir'd, 
Whofe  ftrains  immortalize  the  guide 
His  fcholiafl  pioufly  decried, 
Thy  Pope,  who,  like  a  forward  child, 
In  leading-firings,  ran  bold  and  wild  5 
But,  fearful  of  himfelf  to  ftand, 
Seiz'd  his  old,  tottering  mother's  hand  *V '  «terb  ioM 
43g  v«m  rtsnabnuld  a' TO  waste  \S, 
Looks  back,  Lorenzo,  fhrinking  now, 
When  fet  his  hand  unto  the  plough  ? 
In  vain  we  facrifice  to  truth     d-gus 
The  fportive  giddinefs  of  youth, 

•>  ^"iiittSwi  SilT 

•  The  church  of  Rome,  to  which  Mr.  Pope  returned, 
afiter  having  written  his  Effay  on  Man  :  for,  that  he  was  a 
true  Roman-catholic  at  the  time  of  his  writing  that  eflay  is 
a  tale,  adapted  merely  to  the  credulity  of  a  Racine  :  Un- 
lefs  indeed  we  have  as  little  opinion  of  his  judgment  as 
his  friend  Bolingbroke  had,  who  is  faid  to  have  ridiculed  him 
as  one  who  underftood  nothing  of  his  own  principles,  or 
faw  to  what  they  naturally  led. 


If 
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If  falfhood's  painted  charms  engage 

The  dealing  levity  of  age. 

Truth's  thorny  paths  who  fear  to  run,       -inimawH 

Should  firft  her  dangerous  portal  flmn  : 

Nor  fet  like  heroes  boldly  out, 

To  founder  in  the  deeps  of  doubt. 

Yet  ftill  beware — tho  boldnefs  thine, 

Temperance  that  boldnefs  muft  refine. 

True  temp'rance,  rational  and  brave ; 

To  ftoic  pride  no  fullen  flave  : 

Not  fuch  as,  gently  meek  and  mild,  'gritiuat 

Betrays  the  weaknefs  of  a  child  ; 

Nor  that,  without  or  fear  or  wit, 

By  chance,  ev'n  blunderers  may  get. 

The  ram,  too  angry  to  be  bold, 

By  Falihood  oft  are  bought  and  fold. 

The  proud,  too  haughty  to  be  wife, 

See  not  where  grov'ling  Errour  lies. 

The  heedlefs  counts  without  his  hoft, 

Or  runs  his  nofe  againfl  the  poft : 

And  oft  their  tim'rous  indolence 

The  meek  indulge,  at  Truth's  expence. 

So  hard  to  keep  that  middle  way, 
From  which  enquiry  ne'er  mould  ftray  ; 
While,  for  the  tafk,  fo  hard  to  find 
A  truly  firm,  capacious  mind  ; 


No 
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No  wonder  foolsr  the  would-be-wife, 

Suppofe  in  doubt  that  wifdom  lies :  bfcusg  zng5I 

Or  that,  becaufe  fo  fhort  their  fight, 

Truth  may  be  errour,  wrong  be  right  *  1 

For  ignorance,  to  footh  its  pride, 

Muft  feekits  own  defects  to  hide. 

Affefting,  hence,  all  unbelief, 

Is  Scoto  infidel  in  chief; 

His  hand  and  heart,  his  ears  and  eye§  *,  3f(l  ntxb  ifoH 

ConfefTmg  what  his  tongue  denies  ?     ft  ^  t«nom  tA 

To  truth  in  ev'ry  fyftem  blind, 

Yet  feeking  it  where  none  (hall  find  ; 

Lorenzo,  here  his  wit's  a  cheat, 

That  mocks  his  judgment  with  deceit,      ^o)  no  ,fUT 

dUoAbn*  .iifatilM 

*  Cicero  fomewhere  obfervcs,  there  is  no  opinion,  how 
ever  abfurd,  which  has  not  been  efpoufed  by  fome  or  other 
of  the  philofophers.  And  nothing  furely  can  be  more  fo 
than  the  famous  inference  drawn  from  the  weaknefs  of  the 
human  underftanding,  i.  e.  that,  becaufe  we  do  not  com 
prehend  every  thing,  we  in  reality,  know  nothing.  Agrippa, 
it  is  true,  has  declaimed  prettily,  and  the  ingenious  bifhop 
of  Avranches  chopped  logick  as  dextroufly  on  the  fubjeft. 
Yet,  alas,  fuch  is  the  perverfenefs  of  common  fenfe  that  the 
greateft  part  of  mankind,  even  to  this  day,  do  infift  on  the 
certainty  of  their  knowing  their  right  hand  from  the  left . 

Where'er 
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Where'er  opinion  gaily  drefs'd. 
Runs  gadding  in  her  rainbow  veil, 
Among  her  fifterhood,  a  crew 
Of  motley  wives  black,  red  or  blue, 
See  flcepticifm,  the  truth  in  chafe, 
Run  giddily,  from  face  to  face ; 
Now  this,  now  that,  by  turns,  enjoy ; 
Nor  find  them  falfe  till  found  to  cloy. 
Thus,  with  the  fair  he  moil  admires, 
Full  foonthe  wav'ring  lover  tires; 
At  morn,  her  fmiles  with  rapture  meets ; 
At  night,  affronts  her  in  the  ilreets ; 
By  loofe  fufpicion  wand'ring  led, 
Or  fpider  Fancy's  flimfy  thread  ; 
Till,  on  fome  lying  whore,  at  lad, 
He  lights,  and  holds  her  tenets  fail.  ' 

Nor  ftrange,  oppos'd  to  thefe,  to  find, 
In  uniformity  combin'd, 
Believing  thoufands ;  who  fuppofe 
Truth  with  the  croud  for  ever  goes  : 
As  if  convinc'd  the  rabble  rout, 
Becaufe  too  obftinate  to  doubt. 
Yet  cufloms  old  or  faihions  new 
Are  all  fh'  unthinking  herd  purfue. 
• 

S  The 
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The  orthodox  in  drefs  or  fong  i  j  tb'yoT 

As  modifh  as  to  right  and  wrong  *. 

Of  cuilom  born,  to  fafhion  bred, 

Thus  blind  credulity  is  led  ; 

While  modes  of  faith,  like  modes  ofdreft,  ./\i\un 

Mankind  capricioufly  profefs. 

Yet  all  agreed,  thro  mame  or  pride, 

Nature's  fimplicity  to  hide,    ^flim 

Whate'er  the  fafhion  of  the  time, 

It  holds  the  naked  truth  a  crime. 

Thus,  to  a  man,  we  find  the  crowd, 

To  doubt  too  baihful,  or  too  proud, 

In  errour  rather  chufe  to  fall, 

Than  boaft  no  fcheme  of  faith  at  all. 

Impatient,  hence,  of  flop  or  ftay, 

They  blunder  on  the  broadeft  way  ; 

Or  make  a  guide,  in  every  ftreet, 

Of  fool  or  knave,  the  firft  they  meet. 


Authorities  how  blind  and  lame 
Hence  bring  the  credulous  to  mame  ; 
While  all  revere  the  mould'ring  page, 
Where  moths  have  fpent  their  gothic  rage  : 


*  Whatever  country  you  go  into,  let  the  religion  foe 
what  it  will,  the  unthinking  part  thereof  are  always  the 
reputed  orthodox.  DED.  TO  ESSAY  ON  SriRiT. 

3 

Tales 


POEMS.  259 

Tales  half  deflroy'd,  the  reft  fo  true  ! 
So  much  infpir'd  the  Lord-knows-who  ! 


Couldft  thou,  Lorenzo,  build  thy  hopes     **«& 
On  muftis,  patriarchs  or  popes  ; 
On  names  implicitly  depend, 
And  mere  authorities  defend  ? 
Split  on  this  rock,  miftaken  youth, 
Loft  were  thy  voyage  to  the  truth  : 
''Twere  beft  to  give  thy  labour  o'er, 
Nor  urge  in  vain  thy  genius  more. 

,<h  oT 

O,  credit  not,  my  friend,  too  foon 
Fine  tales  and  tidings  from  the  moon  ; 
Nor,  howfoever  learn'd  or  juft, 
Inprieil  or  prophet  put  thy  trull. 
By  Paul  or  by  Apollos  taught, 
Still  to  one  teft  their  tenets  brought, 
Their  doctrines,  howfoever  true, 
Believe  not  till  they're  fo  to  you  : 
For  oft  the  wifdom  of  the  wife 
Is  only  folly  in  difguife. 

:  ogs'i  JU'H 

Yet  fupercilioufly  reject 
No  tenets  that  the  world  refpecl. 
?Gainft  fuch  too  rafhly  ne'er  inveigh  ; 
Nor  caft  thy  grandfire's  wit  away. 

S  2  Dif- 
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Difdaining  at  the  lamp  to  pore, 
That  lights  us  to  the  caflic  lore, 
The  half-taught  deift  thus  exclaims 
At  texts  rever'd  and  hallowed  names  ; 
Damning  profane  or  facred  writ, 
That  fquares  not  with  his  (hallow  wit. 


But  while,  thro  ignorance  or  pride, 
Opinions  thus  the  world  divide  ; 
By  turns  while  truth  and  falfehood  rule, 
As  made  the  prieft's  or  ftatefman's  tool  ; 
Or,  with  fome  temporizing  view, 
Nonfenfe,  that's  neither  falfe  nor  true  ; 
Canft  thou,  at  eafe  in  doubt,  my  friend, 
On  points  too  dark  thy  faith  fufpend  ? 
Canft  thou  the  world's  applaufe  forego  ; 
And  burns  thy  bofom  but  to  know  ? 
Is  truth  thy  only  creed  profcfs'd  ? 
Can'ft  leave  to  providence  the  reft  ? 
Throw  partial  fyftems  all  afide, 
Truft  to  knowledge,  as  thy  guide. 
See  where  the  ftream  of  fcience  flows 
From  nature's  fountain,  whence  it  rofe; 
Thro  hills  and  dales  meand'ring  led, 
As  clear  as  at  the  fountain  head  ; 
Stand  thou  not  fhiv'ring  on  the  brink  ; 
Once  well  embark'd  thou  caul!  not  fink  : 


Nor 
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Nor  can  the  current  falfely  guide, 
While  reafon's  banks  inclofe  the  tide  ; 
Whence  truth,  in  fight,  on  either  hand, 

Smiles  on  thy  voyage  thro  the  land.    1fi3Ufi 

91  8*X3$:iA. 

But,  O,  with  caution  hoift  thy  fail, 
To  court  the  metaphyfic  gale ; 
Left,  hurried  on,  thy  heedlefs  youth 
Should  lorfe,  with  land,  the  fight  of  truth: 
Turn'd  forth  adrift,  thy  lot  to  take, 
On  errour's  broad  unfathom'd  lake; 
'Mong  ftruck  leviathans,  in  vain, 
To  plunge  and  flounder  thro  the  main  ; 
Where  tides  nor  fet,  nor  currents  (leer, 
But  winds  all  round  the  compafs  veer  ; 
While  floating  ifles,  that  cheat  the  fight, 
To  faithlefs  anchorage  invite : 
Hobbes,  St.  John,  Hume,  and  hundreds  more, 
Rich  barks !  all  fhip-wreck'd  on  the  fhore! 
i  aa . 

«P.,nJ.x  -j  en  moil 

iv -cakb  ba&  ?liiii  otriT 
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"•tn-ft  mo  miri 

.'mq  33TfiI  B 

THE     LOADED     ASSj 


OR    PUBLIC*1   6k  EDIT. 


A    POLITICAL    FABLE, 

I  jflsd  v/iji*  '^nbood  eo/iW 
A  Mettled  afs,  in  days  of  yore, 
Who  burthens  bafely  never  bore, 
In  freedom  rang'd  the  fields  around, 
And  leap'd  whatever  mares  he  found  ; 
Where'er  he  chofe  in  fafety  fed, 
And  made  what  ftraw  he  pleas'd,  his  bed, 
But,  grown  by  long  indulgence  bold, 
He  fcorn'd  at  length  to  be  controul'd  ; 
And,  when  his  matter  dar'd  to  lick  him, 
Was  fure  with  lifted  hoof  to  kick  him. 

••yip  £  i*3ci  oT  *V 

At  length,  howe'er,  by  chance  he  fell 
To  one,  who  knew  the  manage  well  ; 
And,  bent  to  tame  our  reftive  jack, 
Refolv'd  to  let  him  for  a  hack. 
A  neighbouring  miller  foon  he  found, 
Who  corn  for  all  die  parilh  ground, 
And,  wanting  fuch-a  beaft  to  bear 
The  grift  committed  to  his  care, 


To 
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To  him  our  fturdy  afs  was  lent 
At  a  large  premium  per  cent, 

To  market  foon  the  miller  goes, 
Leading  the  jack-afs  by  the  nofe ; 
At  night  returning  with  a  fack, 
Laid  right  acrofs  our  hero's  back ;     ,  *j  -.& 
Who,  bending  now  beneath  its  weight, 
Began  to  forrow  for  his  fate, 
And,  as  the  miller  lagg'd  behind, 
Unburthen'd  thus  his  troubled  mind, 

••«  •' 
"  Alas  for  what  myfterious  end 

"  Muft  I  beneath  this  burthen  bend? 

"  I,  that  have  liv'd  an  afs  fo  free 

"  And  bray'd  in  boundlefs*  liberty  I 

«  I,  that  have  long  difdain'd  the  bit! 

"  Muft  I,  infulted  thus,  fubmit 

"  To  bear  a  cruel  weight,  alack ! 

"  That  needs  in  time  muft  break  my  back"  \ 

'i''.*f  ^la  >- 

Then,  ifluing  forth  a  piteous  groan, 
His  load  he  gladly  would  have  thrown, 
But  that  the  miller  faft  had  tied, 
And  girt  it  on  the  underfide: 
While  having  feen  his  inclination^ 
He  gave  him  hearty  flagellation, 

S    A  With 
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With  grurablinp-,  and  no  little  fcrubbing,   irfgrra  EnA 

ThJ  impatient  afs  put  up  the  drubbing  ; 

But  ftill  moil  grievoufly  complain'd 

Of  pains  he  either  felt  or  feign'd. 

Again  next  day  to  market  fent, 

With  heavy  heart  and  head  he  went ; 

But  guefs  with  what  difdain  he  burn'd, 

When  with  two  facks  he  back  return'd : 

Yet,  thus  t'  augment  his  toil  and  trouble, 

Each  day  he  found  his  burthen  double  ; 

At  the  fame  time  (the  truth  be  fpoken) 

His  wind  and  back  remain'd  unbroken. 

For,  tho  a  life  of  toil  he  led, 

The  more  he  work'd,  the  more  he  fed  5 

Sp  that,  at  firft,  tho  lank  and  weak, 

He  daily  grew  more  round  and  fleek  : 

While,  as  they  added  fack  by  fack, 

More  fturdy  feem'd  his  brawny  back. 

In  fuch  good  cafe,  'twas  all  in  vain 
He  found,  to  murmur  or  complain. 
Tho  conftantly,  the  trough  to  fill, 
More  facks  were  fent  for  to  the  mill. 

.'jilarjfn&+L 

But  on  this  topic  once  fet  thinking. 
He  jadg'd,  at  leaft  when  frefh  with  drinking, 
That  from  the  grievous  weights  he  bore, 
He  gathcr'd  flrength  but  more  and  more, 

And 
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And  might  in  time,  like  Atlas,  carry 

The  world  upon  his  back. — Ay,  marry! 

'Twere  fine  if  that  could  come  to  pafs ; 

But,  what  fo  flupid  as  an  afs  ? 

Know,  dull  machine,  and  have  a  care, 

There  is  a  weight  thou  canft  not  bear : 

Much  farther  fhould  thy  mailers  try 

Thy  ftrength,  'twill  give  their  hopes  the  lyC. 

Know,  even  now,  thy  life's  at  flake ; 

A  few  more  facks  thy  back  will  break. 

Bethink  thee,  then,  vain  brute,  in  time ; 

Self-murder  is  a  horrid  crime  ; 

Be  paffive  to  thy  load  no  more, 

But  freedom  feek  as  heretofore  ; 

Nor  think,  becaufe  thy  belly's  fed, 

No  other  care  mould  fill  thy  head. 

A  broken  back  may,  let  me  tell  ye, 

Attend  at  laft  a  burfting  belly. 

Needs  this  our  fable  illuftration  ? 
The  loaded  jack-afs  is  the  nation, 
Opprefs'd  (at  leaft  the  wife  have  faid  it) 
With  yearly  loads  of  public  credit ; 
Lamented  furely  heretofore, 
Becaufe  fuch  grievous  weights  me  bore ; 
Her  minifters  in  piteous  taking 
Exclaiming  oft  her  back  was  breaking  j 

> 

Who, 
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Who,  now,  tho  ten  times  more  lies  on  her, 
Maintain  (he?ll  bear  it  off  with  honour  ;          >    •, 
As  if,  by  fufFerance  taught  t*  endure, 
The  feme  the  means  that  kilt  and  cure. 


•>w  rtofiO  r;  .-?q  3.  VI  O 
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up  z?ii  3-som  warn  £i«  orft  ,won  *oHW 
ON  THE  STATE  OF  THE  THEATRES 

».->iui>-.  /tsllhil  ^d  ,11 8  A 

IN    MDCCXLIX. 

ONE  proud  Gollah  Gath  could  boaft; 

And  Philiftines  of  yore  ; 
But  Covent-Garden's  threatening  hoft 

Boaft  one  Goliah*  more. 

9 

Yet  fear  not  you  of  Drury-Lane, 

By  little  champion  led  ; 
Their  two  Goliahs  roar  in  vain 

While  David's  f  at  your  head. 

*  MefT.  Quin  and  Barry.      f  Mr.  Garrick. 
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INVOCATION    TO    SILENCE. 
3TT  A  HI  YlM  '  n  H  T  JAD  1  T  d  UT  fl  HT 

OCCASIONED  BY  A  LADY*S  SINGING. 

.TIVXJ  DO  <!  Tf.    >T  A  T  Y  ^  K-T   r/  1    yf  t  T  T  f  g  W 

JLfOVE,  refolv'd  my  heart  to  wound, 
Youth  nor  beauty  made  his  choice  ; 
But  his  arrows  wing'd  with  found, 

And  ftruck  me  with  Cecilia's  voice. 

sftsi  3f(j  fiioo  ru  /(flaicm  ni  Jxan  arfT 

Echo  thus  made  Pan  of  dr^'; 


Amorous  of  the  vocal  wind. 
Silence,  oh,  my  peace  reftore  ; 

Or  make  me  deaf  as  Love  is  blind, 

" 


<cnfimQ.fl  ^grroihS  iuoy  aic  J 
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THE  POETICAL"  TRIUMVIRATE. 


DMIO^i,  2AO3O 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR   MDCCLXVII. 

,bm»owot*;hBftd[  vw  i  7O  J 

Three  poets  in  three  diftant  ages  born, 

Y                              °  ".)Y 

Greece,  Italy  and  England  did  adorn  <.  .^^  ^  ^ 

The  firft  in  loftinefs  of  thought  furpafs'd, 
The  next  in  majefty,  in  both  the  laft  : 

The  force  of  nature  could  no  farther  go. 

b       •        .vWttt  OliSS 

To  make  a  third,  me  ioin'd  the  former  two.     DRYDEN; 

' 

A  OOR  Dryden  !  what  a  theme  hadft  thou, 
Compar'd  with  that  ^vhich  offers  now  ? 
What  are  your  Britons,  Romans,  Grecians, 
Compar'd  with  thorough-bred  Milefians  ? 
Step  into  G  -  -  ff-  n's  mop,  he'll  tell  ye 
Of  G  -  -  df  -  -  th,  B  -  -  k  -  rf  -  -  ff,  and  K  -  11  -  : 
Three  poets  of  one  age  and  nation, 
Whofe  more  than  mortal  reputation, 
Mounting  in  trio  to  the  fides, 
O'er  Milton's  fame  and  Virgil's  flies  ; 
While,  take  one  Irifti  evidence  for  t'other, 
Ev'n  Homer's  felf  is  but  their  foUer-brother. 


ODE 
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ODE. 

.  '-»:  emiifa'v  v^d»  ?.\$r,i\ 

TO     COUNT     B  R  U  H  L. 

"io  ^vaa  sri 

TRANSLATED    FROM    THE    FRENCH    OP 
OF    PRUSSIA. 

»?£i»  a)&i3<^3h  i'aoiftfil  BaA    x 
I. 

S  L  AV  E  to  thy  fortune  !  caft  afide 
The  gaudy  pageants  of  thy  pride  ; 

AfTum'd  in  evil  hour. 
Tho  flatt'ring,  'tis  a  dangerous  thing 
To  lord  it  o'er  an  eafy  king, 

And  weild  the  fword  of  power. 


n. 


With  his  magnificence,  we  fee 

Thy  fov'reign's  cares  transferr'd  to  thee, 

Unhappy  as  thou'rt  great. 
Sufpicion  poifons  thy  delights  ; 
Thy  reillefs  days,  and  fleeplefs  nights, 

Betray  the  wretch  in  ftate. 
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III. 

vH 

Leave  thy  proud  halls  where  columns  rife, 
In  lofty  grandeur  to  the  ikies, 

The  envy  of  the  age  ; 

Where,  ferv'd  in  regal  pomp,  tkyfeara     TA  J«-W'A*T 
Whifper  fedition  in.thine  ears, 

And  fa&ion's  defperate  rage, 

IV. 

^b;lfi  J}£5  )  £[  VA;J  d 

A  tempeft  hovering  o'er  thine  head, 
An  injur'd  people's  hate  thy  dread, 

How  irkfome  is  thy  fate ! 
Then  learn,  tho,  greater  than  a  king, 
The  mob's  loud  lo's  round  thee  ring, 
The  emptinefs  of  Hate. 


V. 

Inlipid  is  the  life,  and  vain, 

The  fame  dull  forms  run  o'er  again, 

Without  one  leifure  hour. 
Ev'n  vanity,  in  its  retreat, 
Finds  eafe  and  freedom  oft  as  fvveet 
"  As  opulence  and  power. 


S/IllU 
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Jn  fylvan  fcenes,  where  nature  fmiles. 
And  pure  fimplicity  beguiles, 

With  charms  beft  form'd  to  pleafe  }        obodaiol 
Ev'n  wealth  forgets  its  anxious  cares, 
And  pow'r  the  burthen  that  it  bears, 

To  fet  our  hearts  at  eafe. 

VII: 

Already,  fee,  the  fpring  is  fled  ; 
The  raging  dog-ftar  rears  his  head; 

And  fierce  the  noon-tide  ray, 
Repofe  invites ;  accept  the  prize  j 
Enjoy  the  fummer  ere  it  flies, 

And  live  at  eafe  to-day*    . 

VIII. 

Beneath  the  cool  refrefhing  fliade, 
Stretch'd  out,  the  fhepherd  fvvain  is  laid, 

And  tends  his  flocks  at  eafe  : 
The  zephyrs  fcarce  are  heard  to  figh ; 
The  drooping  jafmines,  fading,  die, 

Late  broken  by  the  breeze. 


IX. 
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. 
IX. 

While  thus  all  nature's  charm'd  to  reft, 

Say,  wherefore,  Bruhl,  thy  laboring  breaft      :uq  fci 

Forebodes  thy  country's  fate  ? 
Pruffia  thou  feeft  before  thine  eyes, 
.With  num'rous  nations,  his  allies, 
Thund'ring  at  Drefden's  gate. 

\'    -'    v  -••  ' 

X. 

Wak'd  at  the  dreadful  voice  of  war, 
Thy  fears  already  bring  from  far 

An  hoft  of  favage  foes  ; 
Turk,  Taitar,  ravaging  the  foil, 
From  where  Sarmatian  peafants  toil^ 

To  where  Euphrates  flows. 


XI. 


The  gods,  for  reafons  juft  and  wife, 
'Twixt  future  fcenes  and  mortal  eyesj 

The  darkeft  veil  have  thrown  ; 
To  mew  prefumptuous  man  how  vatn 
His  art  the  knowledge  e'er  to  gain, 

Of  what  heaven  keeps  unknown. 

T  XII. 
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XII. 

Then  let  us  grateful  homage  pay, 
Enjoy  the  bleffings  of  to-day, 

And  leave  to-morrow's  cares.        .  ,^T 

Let  us,  fubmitting  to  their  power, 
Employ,  content,  the  prefent  hour: 

Futurity  is  theirs. 

XIII. 

Moft  impotent  the  vain  pretence 
To  wreft  the  hand  of  providence, 

By  human  art  or  force  : 

Man's  fmgle  arm  as  well  might  guide,      ^m; 
Or  flop  the  Rhine's  majeftic  tide, 

Uncertain  in  its  courfe  : 

XIV. 


New  fmoothly  doth  its  current  flowr        4 
Its  wonted  tribute  to  beftow, 

By  rolling  to  the  main; 
Now,  fwelling  from  the  mountain  floods 
It  burfls  its  banks,  roots  up  the  woods, 

And  deluges  the  plain. 


XV. 
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if  cloudy  prove  to-morrow's  dawn, 
Or  darts  its  beams  acrofs  the  lawn 

The  golden  orb  of  day ; 
What  is  it  to  the  virtuous  mind, 
If  howls  the  loud  tempefluous  wind, 

Or  radiant  fun-beams  play  ? 

XVI. 

With  clouds  the  future's  overcaft, 
Nor  fate  itfelf  can  change  the  part, 

Recalling  former  days  ; 
While  time,  in  hafte,  and  wing'd  for  flight, 
Before  he's  even  out  of  fight, 

The  prefent  doth  eraze. 

XVII. 

Inconftant  fortune,  light  as  air, 
Involves  us  now  in  black  defpair, 

Now  focths  with  flattering  fmiles ; 
In  difappointments  takes  delight, 
And  mocking  us  in  cruel  fpite, 

All  human-kind  beguiles. 

T  2  XVIII- 
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On  me  her  favours  thrown  away, 

She  mowers  them  laviih  down,  to-day  j 

And  why  no  mortal  knows. 
To-morrow,  ftript  at  her  command, 
Thofe  favours,  with  as  laviih  hand, 

On  others  fhe  bellows. 

XIX. 

Yet  think  not  fortune's  wild  caprice, 

0  Bruhl !  fhall  e'er  deftroy  my  peace, 

Or  fill  my  heart  with  fpleen, 

J  * 

1  ufe,  with  gratitude,  as  mine, 

Her  gifts ;  which  yet  I  can  refiga  wrfj , 

Without  the  leaft  chagrin. 

^    ;aob    b'xgiqiaq  (I  ftuM 
<\  gnHssuq  nO 

•s  iiua 

By  nobler  fentiments  infpir'd, 
By  nobler  views  to  virtue  fir'd, 

Ev'n  poverty  I'd  wed, 
Did  fhe,  a  portion  for  a  king, 
Integrity  and  honour  bring,  ^^  Jflg 

To  crown  her  nuptial  bed. 

•'a'<a  AN 
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AN  EPISTLE  TO  A  .  -  -  -  R  M Y,  ESQ., 

ON  THE   SUCCESS  OF   HI*   LAST   NEW  COMEDIES. 

••worn  orf8 

YOU'LL;  doubtlefs,  M  -  -  -  -  y,  be  furpriz'd  to  fee 

My  rhimes  addrefs'd  familiarly  to  thee; 

Nine  years,  or  thereabouts,  now  gone  and  paft 

Since  the  firft  time  I  faw  you  and  the  laft  : 

But,  as  epiftles  'tis  the  mode  to  write, 

Witnefs  the  Day  *,  and  witnefs  too  the  Night  f, 

Why  may  not  I  be  modifhly  employ'd, 

And  write  to  you,  as  Churchill  does  to  Lloyd  r 

My  grave  acquaintance  may  reply,  'tis  true, 
That  I  have  got  much  better  things  to  do. 
What  then?  no  refpite  muft  the  jaded  mind 
From  paradox  and  crabbed  problems  find  r" 
Muft  I,  perplex'd,  continue  evermore 
On  puzzling  fchemes  and  diagrams  to  pore 
Dull  Philomath  himfelf  gets  thefe  difmifs'd, 
And  fpends  his  evenings  pleafantly  at  whift, 
Now  juft  as  pleafantly  I  pafs  my  time, 
Set  in  to  play  an  harmlefs  game  at  rhime. 
Severer  ftudies  may  more  nobly  pleafe, 

•D  i       r  •    i  j        i  ir  •  /• 

$ut  pleafure  yields  the  palm  fometimes  to  cafe ; 


By  Dr.  Armftrong.  f  By  Mr.  Churchill. 

T  3  And 
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And  tho*  no  great  adept  in  Philo's  way 

The  haut  calcul  or  conjuring  algebra ; 

Yet,  entre  nous,  of  that  perplexing  fluff, 

Call'd  metaphyficks,  I  have  had  enough; 

And  therefore  hope  no  cenfor  will  refufe 

An  hour's  indulgence  to  an  idle  mufe. 

Idle  I  call  her,  who  ne'er  toils  to  pleafe  : 

Verfe,  if  I  write,  'tis  always  at  my  eafe.   '  '4"  ; 

No  poet  bred,  compleatly  carelefs  I, 

Whether  my  Pegafus  or  creep  or  fly  ; 

Whether  on  hobbling  feet  my  lame  verfe  goegj  3vjfc 

Or  foft  and  fnicoth  in  eafy  numbers  flows; 

Whether  in  lines  the  rhime  and  fenfe  chime  pat; 

To  me,  as  Falftafffays,  all's  one  for  that.    '*10' 

Griticks  allow,  in  loofer  ilrains  'tis  fitting 

Epiltolary  writing  fhould  be  written. 

J  fmile  to  fee  the  letter  to  a  friend, 
With  curious  art  and  ftuclied  caution  penn'd  r  *  orfV, 
Fill'd  with  choice  terms,  and  freed  from  all  defeftj 
So  nice  !  fo  quaint  !  fo  labour'd  !  fo  correfttfq  oT 
Nor  mould  I  make  my  fides  much  more  to  fee      o§ 
The  melTenger,  with  like  propriety, 
Take  equal  caution  not  to  foil  or  tear  it ; 
And,  in  a  birth-day  fuit,  ride  poft  to  bear  it. 

. 

My  plain  mufe  travels  in  lefs  ftate  the  roads ; 
And  brings,  for  letters,  elegies  nor  odes. 

Booted 
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Booted  and  fpurr'd,  (he  leaves  her  palfry  free 

Nor  picks  the  flowery  paths  of  poefy, 

Culls  thee  no  plants  that  on  the  borders  fmile, 

Therewith  t'adorn  another  Defart  Ifle ; 

But  jogging  on,  norfeeks,  nor  fhuns  the  dirt, 

Fearlefs  herfelf,  as  meaning  none  to  hurt: 

And  when  of  flowers  of  rhetorick  in  need, 

Takes  up  with  high-way  furze  or  hedge-row  weed  ; 

And  tho'  e'en  thefe  with  fafety  may  riot  pafs 

The  keen  reviewer's  hard-mo,  uth'd  critic  afs ; 

Here  let  him  crop  the  literary  thiftle  ; 

Hard  are  his  gums  who  grinds  *  this  rough  epiftle. 

Authors,  you  know  and  adlors,  as  they're  call'd 
Have  been  of  late  unmercifully  maul'd ; 

Whilft,  M y,  you,  howe'er  to  own  it  loth, 

A  fellow-feeling  muft  have  had  for  both. 
Indeed  'twas  natural  in  th'  adventurous  wit, 
Who  brav'd  at  once  both  coffee-houfe  and  pit, 
To  feel  for  thofe  engag'd,  in  either  cafe, 
To  prove  their  powers  of  genius,  lungs,  or  face. 
Bold  was  the  man  who  ventur'd  firft  to  fea  f  ; 
Poh  !i  all's  comparative  —  he  bold  !  — r-  not  he. 

IH  ltoj.10  IJ 

*  A  polite  term,  ufed  among  certain  criticks,  for  review 
ing  books. 

f  The  firft  line  of  an  old  prologue,  which  Mr.  M y 

Jias  imitated  in  the  prologue  to  his  laft  new  pieces. 

*  T  4  Bol4 
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Bold  is  the  man,  indeed,  who  in  this  age 

Ventures  his  works,  or  perfon,  on  the 

Doom'd  to  fubmit  to  th'  infolence  of  power,  :-, 

And  wait  an  o'ergrown  aftor's  Icifure  hour  ;.    ,r/mtA. 

To  watch  his  coming  at  the  play-houfe  door, 

Or  what  is  worfe,  the  lodgings  of  his  whore  ;  T  stsrfW 

To  bear  a  manager's  infulting  airs  :  n 

Prime  minifters  not  half  fo  proud  as  players  1  < 

To  find  himfel£of  all  their  art  in  need  ;  ,>    .bnA 

Shewn  how  to  write  by  tjiofe  who  cannot  read  j    s-i-.'j, 

Or  kindly  taught  to  mouth  a  fpeech  as  well  -  nirv  «T 

As  one  who  in  his  life  ne'er  learn'd  to  fpell.   ijnasiifi 

But,  mortified  feven  years,  this  penance  paft,  ,  -,!;["// 

Suppofe  himfelf  or  play  brought  on  at  lall  j  .,,,  '; 

What  is  the  raging  of  the  ftormy  feas  ! 

A  ftormy  houfe  no  merit  can  appeafe  : 

The  gods  above  may  hear  the  fea-man's  prayer  ; 

But  gallery  *  gods  nor  b*rd  nor  actor  fpare.  :5 

How  have  I  feen  their  light'nings  flaih  around, 

And  dart,  in  fhape  of  candles,  to  the  ground  ! 

Thofe  flaming  inftruments  of  vengeance  hurl'd, 

Threat*ning  deflru&ion  to  the  mimic  world  f  1 

How  have  I  feen  them,  wanton  in  their  ire, 

Shower  down  their  rattling  balls  of  folid  fire:,  dtwq  iu3 


*  The  gentry  in  tfyegalleries  are  commonly  called 
in  the  plnyhpuie  ftile.        f  Totus  mundus  agithiftrionem 
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(Pippins  and  oranges 'to  mortal  eyes), 
But  thunder-bolts  they  were  in  that  difguife  ; 
Which  th'  angry  gods,  to  ftrike  prefumption  dead, 
Aim'd,  at  th'  afpiring  player's  devoted  head  ! 
How  have  I  heard  ariie  the  difmal  yell, 
Where  poets  damn'd  and  damning  critics  dwell; 
When  now  the  demons  of  th'  infernal  pit 
Tear  up  the  lordly  thrones  on  which  they  fit ; 
And,  wanting  lightnings,  hurl  their  feats  in  rage 
With  double  horrour  on  th'  affrighted  flage ! 
Jn  vain  mean  while  the  powers  of  earth  and  air 
Skreening  the  deftin'd  vidlim  from  defpair  ; 
While  heav'n  and  hell  appear  at  once  combined 
With  fate  itfelf  againft  the  culprit  join'd  : 
For  lo  !  aloft,    beneath  a  cat-call's  form, 
Malicious  Fun,  mrill  fpirit  of  the  Itorm  *  ! 
Pleas'd  with  the  ruin  of  th'  advent'rous  wight, 
Enjoys  the  glorious  mifchief  of  the  night, 
Hard  lot  of  Genius  !  but,  as  fuch  the  rage 
Of  thefe  tremendous  rulers  of  the  ftage  ; 
Let  me  advife  thee,  tempt  thy  fate  no  more, 
Where  critics  groan,  fools  hifs,  and  bullies  roar. 
Forbear  to  wage  with  witlings  endlefs  war, 
But  pufli  thy  better  fortunes  at  the  bar  ; 
No  criticks  groaning  for  damnation  call, 
the  precin&sofWeftminfter-hall  ; 

*  SeeFingal. 

Nor 
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Nor  gods  above,  nor  devils  in  the  pit, 

There  pelt  their  council  for  his  want  of  wit. 

But  all  are  kept  in  a  tremendous  awe, 

By  the  dread  weight  and  dullnefs  of  the  law :  O  T 

Beneath  whofe  influence,  gouty,  rich  and  fat, 

May'fl  thou  out-bully  N  * -i  *n  and  out-patriot  P^?t 


MARY, 
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ods  sbot  . 


MARY,  THE  COOK-MAID'S  ADDRESS 
TO    HER    FELLOW    ARTISTS    OF 
LONDON  AND  WESTMINSTER. 
lohwq.wo'bnri  a  ••-;<<• 
AN    IMITATION    OF    SWIFT.  t? 

WRITTEN   SOON  AFTER   HIS    MAJESTY'S   ACCESSION. 

GE'MEN  and  ladies  of  the  fpits,  pots,  faucepans, 

and  kettles, 
And  all  the  other  *tenfils  made  ufe  of  in  dreffiag  of 

wittles  ; 
Thefe  lines  are  to  let  you  know,  that  I  wonder  what 

you  mean, 
That  you  .don't  all  meet  together,  drefs'd  fweet  and 

clean  ; 
And,  while  you  fee  'tig  the  fafhion,  throughout  the 

nation, 
To  'drefs  the  K-—  (God  blefs  him)  with  'dolence  and 

'gratulation, 
Go,  all  in  a  body,  and  prefent  him  your  duty  on  his 

acceflion, 
As  other  loyal  fubje£ls  of  like  refpe&able  profeffion. 


You 
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You  hear  that  as  how  the  painters,  and  gravers  that 

dine  at 
The  foundling  hofpital,  and  called  themfelves  artifts, 

defign  it. 
Now,  that  we  are  artifts  as  well  as  they,  ftands  upon' 

record  in  bookery  ; 
For  who  of  you  all  hath  not  read  books  on  the  Art  of 

Cookery  ? 
Nay  I  myfelf  have  wrote  a  volume  upon  it But  let 

that  pafs  ; 
Tho'  it  was  allowed  to  be  as  full  of  'rndition  as  Mrs. 

Glafie; 
And,  but  that  f  then  liv'd  well,  and  thought  begging 

an  impropriety, 
1  might  have  had,  iflhadafle'd,  a  premium  from  the' 

what-do-ye- call-it  fociety. 
For  you  are  to  know  that  I  have  not  had  fo  low  a 

breeding, 
But  that,  tho*  a  cook- maid,  I  am  had-up  *  in  writing 

and  reading, 
And  remember  that  Mr.  Pope,  when  he  tells  of  lord 

Timon's  feats, 

Joins  together  the  artifts  of  pictures,  mnfick,  meats. 
Stand  up,  therefore,  my  friends,  for  the  honour  of  your 

profcffion, 
And    infift    upon  making  a  party    in    the    artift's 

proceilion. 

•  Adspt. 

But, 
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But,  if  you  are  prevented  by  thofc  Higglers  of  the 

pencil  and  duffel, 
Make  a  proceilion  of  your  own,  and  let  them  go 

whittle ; 
At  the  fame  time  give  a  hint  to  their  cook,  who  it 

the  fon  of  a  (inner, 
If,  while  they  are  gone  to  St.  James's,  he  don't  take 

care  to  fpoil  their  dinner ; 
Nay,  for  tin:  flight  already  put  on  us,  as  I  hold  my 

pen, 
If  ev'ry  cook  was  of  my   mind,  they  fliould  never 

have  a  good  dinner  again. 
They  pride  thcmfclves  mightily  on  their  taflc  !  to  be 

fure  ! 
But,  in  all  matters  of  tnftc,  a  cook  mult  certainly  be 

the  greateft  coney-fewer  *. 
I  like  fuch  fellows  pretending  to  have  of  us  no 

opinion, 
When,  I'll  be  hanged,  if  any  of  them  know  the  tafte 

of  a  fhalott  from  an  onion. 
They  arc  fo  vain  forfooth,  of  their  paultry  raree-fliow 

of  painting. 

I  am  fure,  I  was  ilarved  and  fijuecdged  f  there  till  I 
iPwI'Was  almoil  fainting. 


*  Connoiflcur.        f  Stjuceredi 

Such 
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Such  fights  may  ferve  indeed  your  fkinny,    /craggy 

people  of  condition  ; 
But,  in  my  mind,  a  well-roafod  firloln  of  beef  is  a 

much  more  better  exhibition. 
Let  thefe  upftarts,    however,  do  as  they  will,  ^dd 

ferioufly  profefs 
That,  as  to  going  to  St.  James's,  I  think  you  can  do 

no  lefs. 
For,  if  what  I  have  heard   be  true,  our  calling  is 

aggriev'd : 
And  'tis  necefTary  you  mould  do  your  beft  to  get  it 

reliev'd  : 
Being  told  as  'how  that  good-eating  is  going  oiit'o^ 

3   fafhion, 
Which  'is,  you  know,  enough  to  put  any  cook  in  the 

world  into  a  palhon. 
But  what  vexes   me  moft,  and  feems  to  be  a  bad 

prefage,  is, 
That  1  hear  the  K-  -  g's,  fervants  are  all  actually  at 

board-wages : 
So  that,  as  his  example  will  likely  be  followed  by 

the  quality, 
food-bye   to  new  French  fauces,    and  old  Englifh 

~     hofpitality. 
Nay,  John,  the  butler,  tells  me   (tho*  he's  a  little 

waggifh) 
That  one  of  the  greateft  ladies  in  the  kingdom  fups  on 

Scotch  kale  and  haggis. 

Not 
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Not  but  what  ladies  fliould  eat  what  they  like  ;   but 

'tis  fo  comical, 
That  great  folks  mould  be,  as  our  chaplain  fays,  fo 

e-canonical  *. 
I    would    have    you,    therefore,    go  and   make   an 

humble  reprefentation 
Of  the  evils  that  threaten  the  flate  of  cookery  in  this 

nation:    . 
And  I  doubt  not,  by  what  I  have  heard  of  the  K-  -  g's 

goodnefs  and  fagicity  f. 
But  that   yop  will  meet  with  proper  encouragement 

from  his  M  -  j  ---  y  j 
Who,    the   premifes  confidered,    will  certainly,    on 

mature  reflection, 

Take  every  man  and  wQmart  of  us  und^r  his  protection  ; 
And,  if  he  does   not   find   us  work,  will   have  the 

gracious  intentions, 

To   give  us  fomething  to  play  with,  by  granting  us 
all  penfions. 

Yours  to  command, 

MARY    THE    COOK-MAID. 
. 

il  *  ©economical.         t  Sagacity. 


no  e^ui.a 

A 
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THE  BULLFINCH  AND  SPARROW. 

A    FABLE. 
FROM    THE    FRENCH    Ot1    THE    KING    OF    PRUSSIA. 

"  O  F  greatnefs,  and  its  pompous  train, 
What  notions  falfe,  we  entertain  ! 
The  glitt'ring  drefs,  the  fplendid  feaft, 
Thofe  feeking  moft  who  know  them  lead  3 
Our  time,  anxiety,   and  cofl, 
In  the  vain  acquisition  loft. 

Its  joys  and  griefs  to  every  ftate 

Adapted  by  the  will  of  fate, 

The  man  we  envy,  oft  as  bleft, 

In  fecret  pines,   with  care  opprefs'd ! 

Of  this,   though  trite,  juft  obfervation, 

My  fable  is  an  illuflration. 

As,  on  the  rake,  one  winter's  day, 
A  town-bred  fparrow  wing'd  his  way, 
Poflefs'd  of  each  engaging  art 
To  win  the  feather'd  fair  one's  heart, 
To  all  his  rivals  flill  prcferr'd, 
The  fav'rite  of  each  female  bird. 


Whofe 
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He  lighted  near  an  ancient  feat, 
Whofe  turrets  mark  the  fquire's  retreat ; 
The  manfion,  where  renown'd  in  fame, 
Reiides  the  guardian  of  the  game  ; 
Or  the  right  worfhipful  the  mayor, 
Whofe  corporation's  all  his  care* 

There,  hopping  round  from  tree  to  tree, 

Curious,  no  doubt,  to  hear  and  fee, 

A  bullfinch,  from  a  window  nigh, 

Attracted  the  young  rover's  eye. 

Struck  with  the  warbler's  gilded  cage, 

Ke  glow'd  with  envy,  grief,  and  rage. 

"  How  partial,"  heexclaim'd,  ««  is  fate! 

*'  See  how  that  bullfinch  lives  in  ftate, 

"  The  happieft  of  the  feathef'd  race  ! 

*«  How  difPrent  the  poor  fparrow's  cafe  ! 

"  He,  meltef'd  from  the  winds  and  rain, 

"  Still  chaunts  at  eafe  his  warbling  drain. 

*'  While  I  fit,  ihiv'ring  in  the  fhower, 

"  Expos'd  through  each  inclement  hour 

4t  To  nipping  frolh,  or  melting  fnows  ;  '  *     , 

«<  Ills  that  no  pamper'd  bullfinch  knows ! 

"  He,  cherifh'd  at  a  fumptuous  board, 

"  Is  lodg'd  and  feafted  like  a  lord  ; 

*'  Fondled,  and  by  his  matter  fed, 

"  With  fweeteil  cakes  and  whiteil  bread ; 

U  While 
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"  While  after  me  the  village  runs, 

'«  With  pelting  ilones  and  popping  guns  5 

«*  Forc'd  by  fuch  barb'rous  fport  to  fly,     jriD  jug  »• 

"  A  miferable  wand'rer  1,^.,  notem  i 

"  In  the  more  hofpitable  wood 

•*  Pick,  up  and  down,  precarious  food.    ^utJ  nl  ' 

««  Hard  lot !  alas  !  how  difPrent  mine, 

"  Compared,  thrice  happy  bird !  with  thine*  m  <&  J 

•«  Why,  cruel  fate !  live  I  to  rue 

•c  I  was  not  hatch'd  a  bullfinch  too  1"        ib*»Iql  A  '*< 

;  >  ,?Dn3/f  oO  »» 

The  finch,  in  quite  a  well-bred  way, 

Heard  what  our  fparrow  had  to  fay, 

And  underftood  him,  though  at  diilancej^jj  ^^f  » 

Without  th'  interpreter's  affiftance. 

Indeed  a  bird,  not  quite  a  fool, 

Brought  up  in  fo  polite  a  fchool, 

Could  not  be  thought  in  want  of  learning  : 

A  word's  enough  to  the  difcerning. 

Not  comprehend  the  vulgar  folk  ! 

Poh,  comprehend!  tisallajoke. 

Smiling  to  find  the  aukward  blunder 

The  foolifh  fellow  labour'd  under  ; 

He,  pluming  up  his  haughty  creft, 

The  envious  grumbler  thus  addrefs'd  : 

*«  Sure,  my  good  friend,  you're  touch'd  in  brain, 

*«  To  talk  in  this  miftaken  ftrain  j 
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**•  'Tls  true  there's  fomething  of  a  fmattering 

"  Of  wit,  in  what  you  have  been  chattering  ; 

"  But,  chirp  as  fmartly  as  ydu  will, 

"  Truft  me  you  reafon  very  ill  ; 

"  And,  toi  be  ferious  fof  a  while, 

*'  In  truth,  your  envy  makes  me  fimle. 

"  What  is  there  in  this  fine  gilt  cage 

"  So  much  your  fancy  fhould  engage  ? 

"  Thefe  wires  my  prifon  bars,  where!, 

«  A  fplendid  Have,  muft  live  and  die ! 

"  Go  hence,  content,  and  learn  of  me, 

"  How  vain  the  finery  you  fee. 

«'  Forbear  my  joys  true  blifs  to  call : 

"  Thy  liberty  is  worth  them  all." 
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ON.  THE  MAN   OF   PARTS,    AN  D 
HEAD  OF  THE  PRESS. 

HOW!  Doftor  !  —  You  a  man  of  part*! 
Pray,  .are  you  fkillful  in  the  arts  ?  *MI 
ri  WJiarfefence  may  you  knowr*A   aSM-soias* 
••  I  am  the  Head,  Sir,  of  the  prefs.^  J-  YJIUJIO  wi 
You  are  !  —  Indeed,  I  thought  nolefs; 
But  fay,  how  came  you  fo  ? 


Juft  as,  on  ancient  cup-board  carv'd, 
The  rueful  phyz  of  wight  half-ftarv'd, 
Refembling  —  whom  you'll  guefs  : 
Plac'd  by  the  joiner,  there  it  flood 
A  maggot-bitten  head  of  w'ood  ; 
The  Head,  Sir,  of  the  prefs^ups 

bn£  3«iBn  zfqi/flbog  A(M 
nwob  9/nop  I  tpIIoqA  moil  b'noiRimmoO 
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PROLOGUE  TO  FALSTAFF'S  WEDDING,  , 

A      COMEDY. 

ftqft  IWOH 

WRITTEN  IN  IMITATION  OF  SHAKESPEARE,  AMD 
PERFORMED  AT  THE  T  H  E  A  T  R  B  -  RO  Y  A  J, 
IN  DRURY-LANB*  :»H  9/ft  ItlB  I  ** 

>!*—->  lyi£  soY 

SPOKEN    BY    MR.    DODD,    IN    THE    CHARACTER    OF 

MERCURY. 

'bnE  no  nZ&  ftu\ 

Mercury  defcends  from  the  clouds,  flying  a-crofs 
the  ftagej!  re-enters,  followed  by  a  fervant,  car 
rying  a  counfellor's  gown  and  wig. 

A 

A  La  Mercure,  equipp'd  from  top  to  toe, 

My  godfhip's  name  and  quality  you  know  : 
Commiffion'd  from  Apollo,  I  come  down 
T'  attend  this  bench  of  juftices,  the  town  ; 
AfTembled  here,  all  members  of  the  quorum  ; 
To  lay  a  matter  of  complaint  before  *em. 

The  errand's  not  in  charafter,  'tis  true  ; 
But  what  our  betters  bid  us,  we  muft  do. 
Therefore,  t'appear  with  decency  at  feffion, 
i*ve  ftole,  you  fee,  the  garb  of  the  profeflion. 

U  3  This 
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This  gown  and  band  belong  to  ferjeant-  Prig-*oq  ,lnS 
And  this — our  brother  Puzzle's  learned  wig— 

[Putting  on  the  gown,  &c. 

Drefs  makes  the  man,  firs,  veltis  \urum  facie—*-  <on"^ 
So — now  to  bufmefs — Hem  ! — fi  veftris  placet— 
May't  pleafe  your  vvorCups. — Forgery,  which  is  grown 
To  fucii  a  Kjigat  as  ne'er  before  was  known  — 
1  fay,  a  forgery  hath  been  committed,  ir1   •><'  ' 

By  which  king  Pluto's  mirmidons,  outwitted, 
Certain  choice  fpirits,  in  theatric  fliape*  >%  .4JcUjQJ»  o# 
Have  fufFer'd  from  El^ijtum  to  ef^ape ; 
Of  Shakefpeare's  offspring  an  ideal  train, 
Sprung,  Pallas, like,  from  an  immortal  brain  1tofi  iub 
'I  heir  nam.es— rl  have  'em  down — but,  to  be  brief, 
Shall  only  juft  recapitulate  the  chief. 
Imprimis,  with  madeira  fwell'd,  and  fack, 
There's  Sir  John  FalilaiF,  alias  call'd  Plump  Jac&jW 
Nex-t,  captain  J?iilol,  a  notorious  bully  ;  •<•. 

And  mifs  Dol  Tear/licet,  fam'd  for  jilting  cully  ;  -nAci 
The  widow  Quickly,  vintner,  bawd  and  whore, 
With  Bardolph,  Peto,  N.ym  and  feveral  more  ; 
Link'd  in  a  gang,  each  cut-purfe  v,'ith  his  cro«\rybi«8 
All  arrant  thieves,  and  dramatis  perfon^;      jmbamoS 
Bent,  as  fuppos'ii,  to  proilitute.to  fhame  i  8 A 

Th'  aforefaid  Shakefpeare's  honour,  name  and  fame. 

- 

I  malt  not  trefi.afi  on  your  worfuips"  tune.       <rfw  brtA 
f  explain  at  full  the  nature  of  their  crime  : 

But, 
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But,  poets  having  an  exclufive  right 

To  bring  their  mental  progeny  to  light, 

This  right's  invaded  by  the  party  'peach'd  ; 

Who,  vi  et  armis,  hath  th'  old  bard  o'er-reachM  : 

By  counterfeiting  of  his  hand,  do  you  fee, 

Felofiioufly  to  fet  thefe  vagrants  free  ; 

With  bafe  defign  t'adopt  them  for  his  own, 

Tho*  Shakefpeare's  property,  and  his  alone. 

Such  is  the  faft.  —  A  critic  were  an  afs, 

No  doubt,  to  let  fuch  impoiition  pafs  ; 

Nor  could  a  cheat  fo  palpable  fucceed, 

But  that  the  captain  of  the  guard  cou'dn't  read- 

Not  he,  for  laughing,  tho7  to've  fav'd  his  foul  ; 

The  fcene  and  circumftances  were  fo  droll. 

Piftol,  with  yellow  night-cap  patch'd  with  red, 
With  mother  Quickly  was  retir'd  to  bed  ; 
And,  waking,  fwore,  by  Styx,  he  would  not  come, 
Sans  preparation,  pike  and  beat  of  drum. 

, 

Of  aqua-vitae  having  Hole  a  flaggon, 
Bardolph  and  Nym  were  playing  at  fnap-dragon  ; 
Sometimes  proceeding  from  hard  words  to  blows, 
As  by  miftake  Nym  feiz'd  on  Bardoph's  nofe. 

With  FalftafF  fat  Dol  Tearlheet,  cheek  by  joll, 
And  while  me  bufs'd  his  chin  and  fcratch'd  his  poll, 
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Slipp'd  from  his  thumb  his  grand/ire's  copper  ring, 
For  love,  not  fpr  the  value,  of  the  thing; 
Then  ftole  his  empty  purfe  :  but  no  abufe  ; 
'Twas  only  done  to  keep  her  hand  in  ufe  :    -.     ?  ^  M 
He  fwearing,  he'd  be  damn'd  as  foon  as  truft  his 
Round  belly  more  with  Hall,  or  his  chief  jufluce. 

9>»*s>fT 

But  this  is  wandering  from  the  point. — They're  here, 
And  on  your  fummons  ready  to  appear  :         .  ^  ^  ^J 
Pleafe  to  proceed  then  to  examination ; 
And  be  attentive  to  their  information. 
If,  as  yoijr  judgment  cannot  be  erroneous, 
You  take  this  forgery  to  be  felonious, 
The  author  meaning  fraud,  I  need  not  mention 
Your  ifTuing  warrants  for  his  apprehenfion. 
And  when  you've  caught  and  into  peices  tore  him,. 
Hang  up  his  mangled  carcafe  in  terrorem  :  -     ...  .' 

Jn  flagrant  crimes  theprocefs  Ihould  be  fhort : 
The  law  is  clear.— I  leave  it  with  the  court. 


in 
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EPILOGUE    TO    TH 

i  f  6  i~  -£)L.  JIf  4$'    .  3 
MRS.   H.  ENTERS   READING   A   G 

4.  HE  mufe  of  Shakefpeare's  compliments !  — A  card 
T'excufe  this  evening's  enterprizing  bard  ! 
Great  his  preemption,  to  confefs  the  truth  : 
But,  as  he  pleads  the  paffion  of  his  youth, 
Together  with  the  magick  of  her  charms, 
Attracting  him  refiftlefs  to  her  arms  ; 
Tho*  fomewhat  by  furprize,  me  owns,  me  fuffer'd, 
Yet,  as  no  adlual  violence  was  offer'd, 
She's  willing,  if  the  audience  mould  agree, 
For  this  one  time  to  fet  th'  offender  free. 
We  women  foon  forgive,  if  not  forget, 
The  crimes  our  beauties  make  the  men  commit, 
Efpecially  when  once  we're  paft  our  prime, 
And  Shakefpeare's  mufe,  like  me,  's  the  worfe  for  time, 
For,  tho'  me  charm  with  fancy  ever  young, 
Tho  heav'nly  mufick  dwell  upon  her  tongue, 
Loft  many  an  artlefs  fmile  and  dimple  fleek, 
Which  fat  alluring  on  her  virgin  cheek; 
Beauties,  that  faded  on  the  gazer's  eye, 
And  no  cold-cream  of  comment  can  fupply. 


As 
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As  for  what  Merc'ry  in  the  prologue  toldiyfc'jniol  ,3ul 

Pray,  let  not  that  from  clemency  with-hold  y*U  gttrfoCJ 

That  Hermes  was  of  old  a  lying  blade, 

And  praftic'd  in  impoflure,  as  his  trade  ; 

The  patron  he,  or  claffic  lore  deceives, 

Of  cheats,  foreftallers,  higglers,  huckfters,   thieie^T 

- 

BefideSj-^-to  tell  you  a  ftage-trick  of  ours— 
But  you'll  not  fpread  the  fecret  out  of  doors,—*  'nroi  £ 
The  man  was  no  more  Mercury,  than  I  am 
Queen  Hecuba,  the  wife  of  Trojan  Priam.   vuJBfi 
A  meiTenger  from  Phoebus !  He  a  god  ! 
I  can  alure  you  all,  'twas  Mr.  Dodd;  ilaeoq  3/1T 

His  dropping  from  the  clouds,  was  all  a  fliaagB$miq  A 
And  his  pretended  errand  but  a  (lam.  ;ubr  ,o/r 

Vt'eVe  heathen  gods  of  pafte-board,  made  to  fly 
On  hempen  cords  acrofs  the  painted  ficy  ; 
Thofe  canvafs  clouds,  that  dangle  risere  above, 
Inveloping  the  throne  itfelf  of  Jove  ! 

•rfj  ixid  JoVT 

His  tale  fictitious  too,  tho*  told  fu  glib  ; 
For  take  ii  on  my  word,  'twas  all  a  fib.      nQtnwoW. 
Old  FalftafFin.Elyfium- 1 — To  my  thisvkwrgfc'//ol$ 
So  great  his  natural  tendency  to  finking, 
That  to  the  fhatiesif  he  had  once  defccnded, 
To  bring  him  back  not  Atlas  had  pretended. 
Dramatic  fprites  (at  lead  they  tell  me  fo) 
Dwell  net  with  faints  above,  nor  devils  below  : 

But, 
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J3ut,  form'd  th'  imagination  to  engage, 

During  their  iliort-liv'd  paffage  ojer  the  ftage, 

As  mere  ideal  characters  exiit, 

And  Hand  as  cyphers  roark'd  .on  nature's  lift  ; 

To  genius  giv'n  a  delegated  power 

To  form  thefe  tranfient  beings  of  an  hour; 

Which,  from  this  mimic  world  whe.ne'er  they  go, 

Are  free  to  range  in  fancy's  pimlico  : 

A  limbo  large  and  broad  ;  which  in  the  fchools 

Js  call'd  by  forae  the  paradife  of  fools. 

Ferae  nature  there,  their  prefervation 

Js  purchas'd  by  no  game  afTociation  ; 

The  poaching  plagiary  alone  denied 

A  privilege,  granted  to  each  bard  befide  j 

Who,  tho'  a  cottager,  to  try  his  feill, 

May  (hoot,  or  courfe,  or  hunt  them  down  at  will  j 

In  his  own    paddock  may  the  itrays  receive, 

And  fcorn  to  a£k  a  lordly  owner's  leave. 

Not  but  that  here,  the  author  of  the  play* 

By  me  begs  leave  fubmiflively  to  fay, 

«  None  more  than  he  reveres  great  Shakefpeare's  name, 

*'  Or  glows  with  zeal  to  vindicate  his  fame." 


A  N 

.  /yl>  ion  f  . 
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tfisod  /rfj  ns'aoi  iftiow  sJBvnq 
AN    EPISTLE    DEDICATOR  V* 

TO    THE   FIRST    MINISTER    OF    STATE,    *OR 

j33    THE  TIME   BEING.     "  flVK 
'  i-o«i  3ffj  o}  luohaquci 

PREFIXED  TO  TH€   SECOND  EDITION  OF   E'PISTLES 

TO  tOREKzo.      "T  wfr  n*  ,iraiTfi 
ft  nohtdfliA 

HAIL,  mighty  Pam  !  if  fong  without  offtsttcA^  3A 
Thus  hail  the  firft  court-card  in  eminence, 
Thou  in  whom  kings  find  oft  the  fov'reigh1 
For  kings  at  Loo  the  leading  knave  obey* 
Or  if,  content  to  play  art  humbler  game,  ' 
Plain  Jack  we  ftile  thee,  more  familiar  nariie4™03  )A- 
Thou,  whofe  fly  blows  the  lower  party  fe&fpufo  <)n^ 
While  bent  the  high  to  catch  thy  tripping  heels!  : 
Great  in  thyfelf,  whatever  thou  art  call'd,  •  •  - 

Nations  by  thee  enfranchis'd  or  inthrall'd,^^  bloodg 
Holla'd  to  day  to  Palace-yard  along,  -  &  n**v  61  Jon  11 
Flatter'd  at  once  in  metzotint  and  forJg1!  ^UD  i^ibis  nl 
Or  piqu?d,  .perhaps,  while  chimes  the  prefent  line, 
Ere  yet  tarn'd  our^-*s'ftfti;f>i  'l^^Agi^on^  1 
Branded  by  thf  hone!t  fatire  of  the  time^  ^ 
With  all  a  minister's  flfj«e^ 
To  thee  I  pay  rt^  Court,-  tiD'i 
Ana  l\icn  a;  hj::i!»ly  to  the  vort  in  pl«^L^  abblu  oT 
i?  ^voiqmi  )on  Jwd  ,9^9!  ^rfJ  obialq  oT 
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For  know,  what  private  worth  foe'er  thy  boaft, 
Thy  perfon  I  addrefs  fcflttfbutf  thy  poll.     3     VI  A 

Is  there  a  time  when  ftatefmen,  good  or  great, 

Look  down  with  pity  on  the  toils  of  Hate  ; 

Superiour  to  the  boaft  of  beaded  things, 

The  pomp  of  litles,  and  the  fmile  of  kings; 

When,  in  the  private  hour  of  focial  eafe, 

Ambition  fleeps,  and  truth  itfelf  may  pleafe? 

A  tfuch  an  hour,  when  ev'n  politenefs  deigns          : 

To  tafle  the  rudenefs  of  familiar  ilrains, 

Prefuming  thou,  in  honour  to  the  mufe,  ,dw  ai  uodT 

Indulgent  once  her  labours  maylt  pe.rufe,  ....  t-omd  10^ 

Totheethofe  hone.fi:  labours  fhe  commendsy;aoo  t^i  tO 

At  court,  while  honeft,  doubtlefs  finding  friends.   . 

But,  through  thy  levee  if  forbid  to  prefs,  .    .   ; 

In  freedom's  plain  and  anti-courtier's  drefs, 

Light  of  herrhimes,  as  of  petitions,  made,.ij  ni 

Should  they  be  loft,  forgotten  or  miflaid,  ,  /d  e 

If  not  fo  vain  to  think  thou  fhould'ft  commend,      .  .  .  •• 

In  either  cafe  permit  me  to  defend. 

,*nil  tnalaiq  a/ii  aarairt?  ^liriw  (  brup<q  iO 

Too  well  I  know  imputed  as  a  crime 
The  gift  of  reafon  to  the  man  of  rhime; 
Tochildifh  Fiction  jingling  numbers  tied, 
As  bells  that  dangle  by  an  infant's  fide  ; 
To  ufelefs  whims  poetic  worth  confin'd, 
To  pleafe  the  fenfe,  but  not  improve  the  mind. 

Should 
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Should  on  my  daring  verfe,  then,  cenfure  fa!i, 
From  prieft  or  prelate,  waken'd  in  the  ftall  $*K 
Or  fhould  the  learned  jurors  take  in  hand 
To  bum  the  bo6ks  they  may  not  understand  ; 
Scorn'd  the  loud  torrent  of  the  mob's  abufe, 
With  thee  I  leave  my  errour  and  excufb. 

Know  then,  my  patron,  once  upon  a  time, 
While  yet  a  boy,  I  caught  the  itch  of  rhime: 
But,  born  with  hatred  to  the  fing-fong  train, 
Whofe  numbers  charm,  like  fenfelefs  notes,  in  vain, 
While  ftrange  to  themes  t'employ  the  mufe  about. 
The  peccant  humour  broke  but  little  out; 
Till  late,  in  waking  dreams  that  trouble  youth, 
On  one  fide  Prudence  urg'd,  on  t'other  Truth; 
Prudence,  a  worldly-minded  dame,  and  fly, 
Who  fix'd  on  earth  (till  kept1  het  cautious  eye; 
While  Truth,  whofe  ope"n  breaft  did  mine  inflame, 
Look'd  up  to  heaven ;  to  heaven,  from  whence  me  came. 
When  now  my  eaiger  heart  her  power  confefs'd, 
And  thus  her  willing  captive  fhe  addrefs'd. 
"  Art  thou,  my  friend,  that  enterprizing  youth 
"  Who  make  pretenfions  to  the  fong  of  truth  ; 
".By  reafon  taught  to  leave,  in  early  life, 
"  The  wanton  miftrefs,  for  the  faithful  wife  ? 
"  Among  the  fcicnces  thy  partner  chufe. 
"  Philofophy's  the  filler  of  the  mufe." 

2  Prudence, 
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Prudence,  who  heard,  made  various  hems  and  haws; 

And,  after  due  deliberating  paufe, 

Shaking  her  head,  "  beware  ram  youth"  me  cried, 

"  Let  Prudence  here  your  early  footiteps  guide. 

*'  Art  thou  fo  ignorant  as  not  to  know 

*'  Truth  leads  us  oft  to  poverty  and  woe  ? 

•'  Let  me  advife — wouldft  thou  fucceed  in  rhime? 

"  Mark,  at  the  proper  feafon,  well  thy  time : 

"  Taking  this  maxim  as  a  gen'ral  rule, 

«'  The  knave  is  honeil  till  he  plays  the  fool : 

«'  For  times  there  are  of  fuch  malignant  face, 

*'  That  (harpers  only  rife  to  power  and  place; 

<*  Times  when  the  mere  huzza  for  publick  good 

"  Breaks  down  all  ranks  of  honour  and  of  blood; 

"  When  facred  characters  like  bawds  are  us'd, 

"  And  princes  with  impunity  abus'd  ; 

"  The  throne  of  majeily  a  vulgar  thing, 

"  While  George,  the  cobler,  damns  great  George,  the 

king. 

"  In  times  like  thefe,  behold  on  every  fide 
"  What  pains  we  take  offenfive  Truth  to  hide  : 
««  Afham'd  to  (hew  her  bafhful  face  at  court, 
*f  See  her  fimplicity  but  made  its  fport; 
"  Her  lovers  iHgmatiz'd  by  gen'ral  hate, 
"  As  bold  difturbers  of  the  church  and  ftate. 
"  Would'ft  thou  to  this  abandon'd  tribe  belong  ? 
"  What  bard  e'er  heeded  yet  the  truth  of  fong  ? 

"  Again, 
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"  Again,  'tis  certain  there  may  come  a  time, 

"  When  Impudence  finds  no  excufe  in  rhime  ; 

««  When  even  Prudence  may  herfelf  be  juft  ; 

«'  Her  int'reft  more  to  keep  than  break  her  truft ; 

««  When  crowns  are  honour'd,  and,  in  proper  feafon 

««  S ,  dread  patriot,  may  be  hang'd  for  treafon  : 

•«  A  time,   perhaps  (years  work  the  ftrangeft  things) 
«c  When  the  brave  Scots  may  love  their  bell  of  kings  j 
««  When  flighted  fcience  may  approach  the  throne; 
«'  And  Britons  make  true  policy  their  own. 
.«'  What  tho  their  patriot  hearts  are  known  to  fail, 
•*  When  dearth  of  barley  threatens  want  of  ale; 
"  What  tho  religion,  arm'd  by  common-fenfe,- 
««  Breaks  but  its  weapons  in  its  own  defence; 
«*  Ev'n  yet  may  piety  be  kept  alive, 
««  And  half-expiring  patriotifm  revive. 
"  At  fuch  a  feafon,  mould  the  mufe  infpire, 
«*  If  touch'd  with  caution,  thou  mayft  ftrike  the  lyre', 
"  Perhaps  uncenfur'd  ;  but  to  look  for  praife! 
•'  Know  thefe,  young  bard,  are  no  poetic  days. 
'*  But  mould  the  age,  as  probably  it  may, 
**  Turn  its  loofe  politicks  another  way; 
««  While,  in  religious  mood,  far  pufh'd  the  fcheme* 
«'  Of  true  born  Britons,  always  in  extremes, 
*•  The  times  may  yet  return  when  frantic  zeal 
«'  Shall  give  its  wooden  fword  an  edge  of  fteel  ; 
**  When  convocations  faali  in  judgment  fit, 
"  To  canvafs  th'  infidelity  of  wit; 

"  On 
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*<  On  wicked  Knowledge  Britain's  guilt  to  Jay, 

'*  And  drive  the  deflin'd  vicYim  far  away. 

'*  If  thus  blind  Ignorance  mould  rule,  in  turn, 

'«  Bards  loofe  their  ears,  and  martyr  theifts  burn; 

'*  Ready  reforming  conftables,  at  hand, 

'*  Of  fcientific  vice  to  cleanfe  the  land; 

**  Have  thou  with  truth  nor  morals  ought  to  do. 

*'  Things  are  not  always  fit  that  may  be  true." 

Here  Prudence  ended— —her  ad  vice  was  good: 
But  Truth  has  charms  that  cannot  be  withftood. 
Hers  then  the  mufe  —  how  far,  fuccefs  will  mow 
In  times  like  ours  her  fong  be  a-propos. 
So  much  indeed  of  Prudence  did  I  learn, 
My  fingers  ne'er  in  politicks  to  burn. 
Silent  I  fat,  amidft  the  party  rout, 
When  late  the  miniftry  turn'd  in  and  out ; 
When  rag'd  the  furious  goofe-quills  of  the  times, 
To  fhame  their  country  with  their  fhamelefs  rhimes. 
Carelefs  what  turtle-eating  fon  of  White's 
Might  fetthe  blunders  of  the  ftate  to  rights, 
If  Pollio,  Callus,  Tully,  or  his  grace, 
Should  all  keep  out,  or  who  get  into  place ; 
«I  car'd  not,  I,  tho  thefe,  or  none  of  thefe, 
The  king,  the  houfe,  or  mightier  mob  might  pleafe. 
Blam'd  I  the  peer,  whom  adverfe  winds  had  blown 
Round  the  wide  world,  to  prop  a  monarch's  throne; 

X  Taught, 
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Taught,  in  the  hurricanes  of  fouthern  feas, 
The  ftatefman's  wifdom  and  the  courtier's  eafe ; 
By  plunder'd  Spaniards,  the  confummate  fkill 
To  fteer  a  kingdom,  like  a  bark,  at  will  ? 
Tho  made  too  plain  the  lee-way  of  the  realm. 
Did  I  prefume  to  bid  him  mind  the  helm  ? 
Nay,  when  the  guardian  genii  of  the  land 
To  fave  our  defp'rate  fortunes  took  in  hand ; 
1  fung  them  not,  tho  crown'd,  by  half  the  nation, 
With  civic  wreaths,  from  town  and  corporation, 
I  ne'er  officious,  crack'd  my  brains  t'amend 
Errours,  the  great  alone  might  comprehend ; 
Plagu'd,  with  no  fongs  of  praife,  our  lord  the  king, 
Nor  gave  one  faggot  to  the  blaze  of  Byng ; 
But,  free  from  panegyrick  as  abufe, 
Put  all  my  little  wit  to  private  ufe. 

Thus  far  of  temp*ral  politics  I'm  clear ; 

Nor  has  the  fpiritual  had  more  to  fear. 

Since  gofpel  witnefies  in  form  were  tried, 

Their  valid  evidence  I  ne'er  denied ; 

Ne'er  intermeddled  with  the  jury's  queft, 

Nor  contradicted  Littleton  or  Weft. 

When  church  and  ftate  learn'd  War  bur  ton  would  joi  V 

Tho  fad  th'  affair,  I  made  it  none  of  mine ; 

Nor  did  I  e'er,  'gainft  Leland's  pen,  prefume 

To  vindicate  Lord  Bolingbroke  or  Hume : 

Mad* 
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Made  no  pretence  to  freedom  of  debate; 
Nor  riflc'd,  like  harmlefs  Annet,  Woolfton's  fate. 
And  tho  for  once,  in  this,  a  trick  of  youth, 
Prudential  views  are  facrific'd  to  truth ; 
Could  I  make  effthofe  vices  rhime  .and  fenfe, 
My  firft  might  likely  prove  my  laft  offence ; 
Or,  in  thy  caufe  enlifted  once  my  pen, 
I  never  more  might  trouble  Truth  again  ; 
3ut  to  thy  purpofe  turn  my  ready  hand, 
True  to  the  law  and  gofpel  of  the  laud. 
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